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Am  Wild  preaaed  the  button  a  deafening  explosion  rang  out  and  the  air  was  filled  with  debris  and 
the  bodies  of  the  treacherous  gang.  Though  it  had  been  well  planned. 
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Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide 

—  or  — 

THE  RAID  OF  THE  RENEGADES 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

ACCUSED  OF  MURDER. 

“We’re  got  'em.  boys!  They  are  ther  three  what  killed 
an'  robbed  old  Bill  Sandy  last  night,  as  sure  as  guns!  Bill’s 
wife  says  one  of  ’em  had  long  hair,  so  there's  no  mistake 
about  it.  These  are  ther  three  we  are  lookin’  for.” 

“Gentlemen,  you  hare  made  a  big  mistake.  We  are  not 
murderers  any  more  than  you  are.” 

The  scene  was  in  northwestern  Montana  among  the  moun¬ 
tains.  It  was  a  bright  June  day  and  the  balmy  air  and 
bright  sunshine,  together  with  the  odor  of  sweet-smelling 
flowers  and  the  singing  of  the  wild  birds,  was  sufficient  to 
make  the  most  grouty  of  mortals  sit  down  and  study  Nature 
for  a  while. 

The  man  who  made  the  remarks  at  the  opening  of  our 
story  was  a  big,  rough-looking  fellow  of  middle  age.  He  was 
mounted  on  a  tough  mustang  of  a  buckskin  color  and  sat  in 
the  saddle  at  the  head  of  a  dozen  or  more  horsemen  of  the 
same  type  as  he. 

The  three  to  whom  he  alluded  were  handsome  and  dash¬ 
ing  fellows,  to  say  the  least. 

Two  of  them  were  boys  of  nineteen  or  twenty  and  the 
other  a  man  of  perhaps  thirty. 

They  all  wore  buckskin  trousers  and  leggings  trimmed 
with  red  fringe,  and  silk  shirts  and  fancy  sombreros. 

The  most  dashing  one  of  the  three  wore  his  hair  long.  It 
was  of  a.  chestnut  hue.  and  as  lie  sat  there  facing  the  muzzles 
of  a  dozen  revolvers  he  looked  like  anything  but  one  who 
would  murder  an  old  man  for  his  money. 

This  handsome  young  fellow  was  no  other  than  Young 
Wild  West,  the  famous  young  scout  and  deadsliot  of  the 
West,  commonly  known  as  the  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

The  other  boy.  who  was  manly  looking  and  muscular,  was 
Jim  Dart,  and  the  bearded  man.  who  was  tall  and  as  straight 
-ic  an  arrow,  was  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  well-known  Govcrn- 
jnf’it  scout.  Both  lie  and  Jim  Dart  were  partners  with  Young 
Wild  West  in  a  rich  mining  enterprise  in  the  Black  Ilills, 
arid  they  were  like  three  brothers. 

S<>  expert  were  they  in  the  use  of  weapons  that  they  could 
pi  be  handily  whip  a  dozen  Indians  or  renegades  in  a  square 
light. 

\,d  when  it.  came  to  fighting  with  Nature’s  weapons  they 
vo-rc  well  up  in  the  art.  Young  Wild  West  being  a  veritable 
pt;  mvneiinn  at  tnc  game. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Jim  Dart  had  few  faults. 

;  „'i  toe;  were  given  to  the  habit  of  smoking  in  a 

Jf(,,  p-r.it'  decree,  neither  of  them  had  ever  lasted  strong 
4rm 


Cheyenne  Charlie,  like  most  all  men  of  the  border,  liked 
a  glass  of  liquor  now  and  then,  but  when  it  came  to  honesty  | 
and  the  other  qualities  that  make  a  real  man  he  was  right 
there. 

The  three  had  been  halted  by  the  band  of  rough-looking 
men  just  as  they  rounded  a  bend  in  the  heart  of  that  portion1 
of  country  that  is  known  as  the  “Big  Divide.” 

This  consists  of  the  main  range  of  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
and  is  so  called  because  both  the  rivers  that  flow’  eastward 
to  the  Missouri  and  those  that  flow  westward  toward  the' 
Pacific  start  from  the  range. 

The' country  was  then  rich  in  gold  and  silver,  and  is  yet, 
for  that  matter,  only  it  has  taken  a  more  civilized  aspect: 
now’. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partners  were  heading  for 
a  mining  town  called  Silver  Slope,  where  they  were  to  meet} 
a  party  of  wealthy  men  who  were  about  to  sink  shafts  and! 
develop  a  big  mine. 

The  phenomenal  success  the  partners  had  met  with  in  the 
Black  Hills  in  this  particular  lino  of  business  had  caused  ■ 
the  prospectors  to  make  a  big  induc-emeut  for  them  to  come 
to  the  Big  Divide  and  advise  them  in  the  work. 

Wild  and  his  two  friends  were  riding  along  a  trail  that 
ran  along  a  ledge  when  they  were  halted  as  they  rounded  a  ■ 
bend. 

It  was  Young  Wild  West  who  told  them  that  they  had  made 
a  big  mistake  wdieu  they  took  him  and  his  companions  forj 
murderers. 

Ho  spoke  in  such  a  calm  and  easy  way  that  some  of  the! 
miners  in  the  crowd  believed  him. 

But  the  majority  of  them  did  not. 

A  foul  murder  had  been  committed  the  night  before  in 
!  Dustville,  a  shanty  town  six  miles  east  of  Silver  Slope,  and 
t  he  band  of  rough,  determined  fellows,  under  the  lead  of  I 
Ripping  Rube,  the  boss  of  the  camp,  had  sot:  out  early  in 
the  morning  to  find  the  guilty  parties. 

“Of  course  you'll  deny  it,"  sa'id  Ripping  Rube,  for  it  was 
be  who  had  halted  the  three.  “It  are  nateral  for  you  to  deny 
it.  But  there  ain't  no  use  in  ye.r  tryin’  to  git  out  of  it..  Thor 
widder  seen  ther  ones  ivhat  did  ther  murder,  an’  sin-  said 
they  was  strangers  with  black  masks  on  their  faces,  an'  that 
one  of  'em  had  long  hair.  If  you  three  fellers  don’t  tally  ex¬ 
actly  to  that  description,  I’ll  chew  lead  for  a  week!” 

A  murmur  of  approbation  went,  up  from  the  majority  of 
the  men. 

“.lust  take  it  easy,  men,"  answered  Young  Wild  West. 
“You  all  look  as  though  you  were  intelligent  enough  to  know 
that  there  is  more  than  one  person  in  the  West  who  wears 
bis  hair  long.  As  1  wear  mine  that,  way,  and  we  are  strangers 
in  these  parts,  it  may  make  11  appear  to  you  that  we  are  the 
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ones  you  are  looking  for.  But  you  are  badly  mistaken.  We 
know  nothing  about  the  crime  you  say  has  been  committed; 
we  are  simply  making  our  way  to  Silver  Slope  to  meet  some 
prospectors.  ” 

“That  Avon’t  go  down— not  Avith  such  as  us!”  exclaimed 
Rijvping  Rube.  “Boys,  jest  grab  ’em  an’  take  their  shooters 
(from  ’em!” 

The  speaker  had  lowered  his  revolver  now,  and  as  if  they 
thought  it  was  all  settled,  the  men  followed  his  example. 

Then  something  happened  that  surprised  them  all. 

As  quick  as  a  flash  of  lightning.  Young  Wild  West’s  hands 
flew  up  and  a  pair  of  revolvers  were  leveled  at  the  crow’d. 

One  of  them  was  aimed  directly  at  the  heart  of  the  leader 
of  the  gang,  and  when  he  saw  it  his  face  turned  pale. 

“Gentlemen,  my  name  is  Young  Wild  West!  I  never  miss 
when  I  shoot.  The  first  man  who  makes  a  move  to  fire  will 
die,  and  when  he  drops  your  leader  will  drop  with  him!  I 
it  ell  you  this  so  you  may  govern  yourselves  accordingly.” 

There  was  a  ring  of  steel  in  the  words  the  boy  uttered, 
and  for  the  space  of  a  second  a  deathly  silence  reigned. 

But  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  now  had  a  brace  of  re- 
|A'olA’ers  apiece  leveled,  so  instead  of  two,  there  were  now  six 
six-shooters  ready  to  spit  forth  hot  lead. 

“I  told  you  you  were  mistaken,  gentlemen,”  went  on  Young 
Wild  West.  “But  if  you  think  you  are  not,  start  right  in  to 
'capture  us.  There  are  a,  dozen  or  more  of  you,  and  only 
three  of  us.  If  you  want  to  make  a  fight  of  it,  start  in,  I 
say!” 

“Yes,  start  in,  you  measly  coyotes!”  cried  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie.  “There  don’t  seem  to  be  a  man  among  you  who  has  got 
sense  enough  to  know  that  we  are  jest  as  likely  to  be  inno¬ 
cent  as  guilty.  You  are  a  lot  of  hounds  lookin’  for  some  one 
'to  hang,  that’s  what  you  are!  My  fingers  is  jest  itchin’  to 
git  my  guns  to  work,  so  start  her  up  an’  we’ll  show  you  how 
quickly  we  will  thin  down  your  croAvd  for  you!” 

-  “Hold  on!”  spoke  up  one  of  the  men  in  the  band.  “You 
|said  there  wasn’t  no  one  here  who  thinks  you  are  jest  as 
liable  to  be  innercent  as  guilty.  I  say  there  is!  My  name 
is  Tom  Smud,  an’  I’ll  say  that  I  thought  ther  young  feller 
with  ther  long  hair  told  ther  truth  when  he  first  spoke.” 

A  faint  murmur  of  approval  went  up  from  three  or  four 
more  of  them,  but  the  rest  made  no  sign  whatever. 

Those  who  acted  this  way  seemed  to  be  more  fascinated 
by  the  leveled  revolvers  than  the  others. 

Probably  they  were  wondering  how  it  was  that  they  had 
allowed  the  three  strangers  to  get  the  drop  on  them  so  sud¬ 
denly,  and  just  when  they  had  them  dead  to  rights,  too.” 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  you  talk  that  way,  my  friend.”  said 
fYoung  Wild  West,  speaking  as  calmly  as  though  he  was  ad¬ 
dressing  a  crowd  Of  men  who  were  simply  out  on  a  lark  and 
had  no  intention  of  hanging  a  felBw-creature.  “Since  you 
are  of  the  opinion  that  I  told  the  truth  when  I  said  Ave  were 
not  the  parties  you  were  looking  for,  just  step  out  of  the 
bunch;  and  those  who  are  of  the  same  opinion  had  better 
do  likewise.  We  do  not  want  the  blood  of  any  such  as  you 
Ion  our  hands.” 

The  words  Avere  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  Tom 
Smud,  as  he  called  himself,  rode  his  horse  across  the  narrow 
trail  and  faced  the  rest  of  the  band  of  men  who  were  search¬ 
ing  for  the  parties  who  killed  and  robbed  old  Bill  Sandy. 

He  had  scarcely  taken  his  position  when  five  others  fol¬ 
lowed  him. 

“Ah!”  observed  Young  Wild  West,  still  keeping  his  revol¬ 
vers  leveled.  “This  looks  more  like  it.  Now,  I  will  go  a 
little  further  with  you.  I  want  you  to  take  us  to  the  widow 
of  the  man  AVho  Avas  killed  and  let  her  say  Avhether  it  was  us 
that  did  it.  Are  there  any  more  of  you  in  the  crowd  who 
want  to  come  over  to  our  side?” 

“Yes!  Yes!”  came  the  answer  from  all  but  one,  Avhile 
sighs  of  relief  could  be  heard  going  up  on  all  sides. 

Then  the  horsemen  rode  over  one  by  one,  and  lined  up 
with  Tom  Smud,  leaving  one  solitary  man  seated  in  the  sad¬ 
dle  on  the  other  side. 

As  might  be  supposed,  he  Avas  their  leader,  Ripping  Rube. 

“You  are  not  satisfied  to  let  the  Avidow  settle  the  question, 
then?”  queried  Wild,  looking  at  the  man  sharply.  “By  Jove! 
I’ll  wager  a  gold  eagle  to  a  silver  quarter  that  you  knowr  a 
great  deal  more  about  the  murder  than  any  one  else  here.” 

The  face  of  the  miner  turned  livid  as  these  words  came  to 
his  ears. 

His  men  thought  it  Avas  rage  that  caused  it.  but  Young 
Wild  West  thought  differently. 

lie  had  sized  Ripping  Rube  up  quickly  and  well,  and  he 


had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  there  was  more  bad  than 
good  in  him;  hence  the  remark. 

The  look  on  the  fellow’s  face  now  was  one  of  terror,  not 
anger. 

“How  far  is  it  to  ther  place  where  ther  old  man  was 
killed?”  Charlie  asked. 

“Only  a  little  over  two  miles,”  answered  Tom  Smud. 

“Good  enough!  Go  ahead  an’  lead  ther  way;  we’ll  go  with 
you.” 

Those  of  the  men  Avho  had  retained  a  grasp  upon  their 
weapons  put  them  back  in  their  belts  at  this. 

“Come  on,  Rube,”  said  one.  “These  people  are  all  right, 
or  they  wouldn’t  offer  to  go  to  Dustville  an’  face  ther  wid- 
der.  Come  on!” 

“As  Tin  ther  only  one  what’s  got  a  different  opinion  from 
yer  all,  I  ain’t  goin’  back  with  yer.  You  all  knew  that  I 
never  make  a  mistake  in  a  thing  of  this  kind,”  answered  the 
man. 

“Well,  you  made  a  mistake  this  time^-there  has  got  to 
be  a  first  time,  you  know,”  observed  Jim  Dart  with  a  smile. 

“Well,  if  I  have,  I  ain’t  goin’  to  ride  into  camp  with  yer; 
I’ll  go  it  alone  to  show  how  I  stand  in  ther  matter.” 

“You  will  ride  right  along  with  us,  my  friend!” 

It  Avas  Wild  who  said  this,  and  there  was  a  dangerous 
glitter  in  his  handsome  dark  eyes  as  he  cast  a  glance  at  Rip¬ 
ping  Rube. 

That  settled  it. 

The  leader  of  the  band  said  no  more. 

At  a  motion  from  Young  Wild  West,  he  moved  his  horse 
alongside  the  magnificent  sorrel  stallion  the  boy  rode,  and 
then  the  march  to  Dustville  began. 

It  was  pretty  near  noon,  and  our  three  friends  had  been 
thinking  of  their  stomachs  when  they  were  suddenly  con¬ 
fronted  by  the  band  of  men. 

Now  they  meant  to  get  dinner  at  the  hotel  in  Dustville 
after  they  had  seen  the  widow  and  established  their  inno¬ 
cence  to  the  full  satisfaction  of  the  men. 

They  did  not  question  the  fact  of  a  hotel  being  there,  for 
there  never  Avas  a  mining  camp  that  existed  longer  than  two 
weeks  without  a  so-called  hotel  was  established  in  it. 

A  winding  trail  down  the  side  of  a  mountain  soon  brought 
them  in  sight  of  a  mushroom  town. 

There  were  probably  forty  tents  in  it  and  a  dozen  shanties, 
some  of  which  were  rather  old-looking  and  others  very  new. 

There  were  others  being  erected,  too,  and  these  were  on  a 
larger  and  neater  scale. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  rode  at  the  head  of  the  line  at  the  side 
of  Tom  Smud.  Jim  Dart  kept  in  about  the  center  and  Young 
Wild  West  brought  up  the  rear  with  Ripping  Rube. 

The  man  who  had  differed  with  the  rest  was  virtually  the 
boy’s  prisoner,  and  no  one  knew  it  any  better  than  he  did 
himself. 

It  iioav  occurred  to  him  that  he  should  have  given  in  at 
the  start,  but  as  it  was  not  his  nature  to  act  that  way,  he 
had  not  done  so. 

The  nearer  he  got  to  the  settlement  the  more  he  showed 
signs  of  uneasiness. 

But  Wild  was  watching  him  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse. 

“If  you  make  an  attempt  to  get  aAvay.  old  fellow,"  thought 
the  young  prince  of  the  saddle,  “I  shall  certainly  wing  you 
with  a  bullet.  When  I  said  that  you  knew  more  about  the 
murder  than  any  of  the  rest  did,  I  guess  I  did  not  make  a 
mistake.  I  want  you  to  go  to  the  widow  and  ausAver  a  few 
questions  in  her  presence.” 

Those  of  the  miners  who  were  not  at  Avork  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  shanties  and  tents  came  out  in  groups  to  meet  the 
horsemen,  and  several  women  and  children  came  to  the  doors 
as  they  rode  in. 

All  were  anxious  to  learn  if  the  murderers  had  been  cap¬ 
tured. 

Pretty  soon  they  came  to  a  halt  in  front  of  the  oldest  and 
most  dilapidated  shanty  of  the  lot. 

“Here  Ave  are,”  said  Smud  to  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Here’s 
Avhere  ther  body  of  old  Bill  Sandy  is  lyin’  with  ther  widow 
cryin’  her  eyes  out  over  it.” 

“Get  off  your  horse,  Ripping  Rube!”  commanded  Wild. 

The  miner  did  so,  looking  about  as  though  for  some  avenue 
of  escape  as  he  obeyed. 

“Now,  then,  1  want  you  to  take  me  to  the  widow  and  ask 
her  if  I  am  one  of  the  three  she  saw  Avhen  the  murder  was 
committed.” 

“Let  Tom  Smud  do  it;  ’taiu’t  my  business  to  do  it." 

“Oh.  yes.  it  is  your  business  to  do  it.  You  believe  1  am 
one  of  the  guilty  ones,  you  kuoAv. ” 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST  ON  THE  BIG  DIVIDE. 


3 


Ripping  Rube  shifted  his  feet  uneasily  for  a  moment. 

Then  his  hand  slid  for  the  revolver  that  protruded  from 
the  holster  at  his  right  side. 

Wild  saw  the  move. 

“Just  let  the  shooter  alone.”  he  said  ealmly.  “Now,  come 

on  to  the  widow. 

A  weeping  woman  of  sixty  came  out  of  the  shanty  at  that 
moment  and.  taking  his  mun  by  the  arm.  Wild  conducted 
him  before  her. 

“Ask  her!” 

There  was  something  imperative  about  the  command,  so, 
clearing  his  throat.  Ripping  Rube  said: 

“Is  this  feller  one  of  them  what  you  seen  sneakin'  away 
from  ther  sha.ity  last  night?” 

The  woman  raised  her  eyes,  and  scanning  the  boy  closely, 
shook  her  head. 

“No,  he  ain’t  one  of  ’em.  The  man  who  had  ther  long  hair 
was  about  your  size.  Rube,  an’  he  had  boots  on  just  like 
you’ve  got.”  she  replied. 

At  this  a  growl  went  up  from  the  miners. 


CHAPTER  II. 

WILD  TAKES  UP  A  COLLECTION  FOR  THE  WIDOW. 

Young  Wild  West  was  looking  at  Rip  ’-ig  Rube  when  the 
widow  made  the  declaration  that  he  wo  <  not  one  of  those 
who  had  murdered  her  husband. 

The  miner  changed  color  and  acted  very  much  as  though 
he  would  like  to  get  away. 

“There  is  a  possibility  that  I  might  be  mistaken  in  what 
I  think,”  thought  Wild.  “So  I  will  let  this  fellow  go— for 
the  present,  anyway.”  * 

Then  aloud  he  said: 

“Now,  then,  Ripping  Rube,  my  two  friends  will  step  for¬ 
ward.  ” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  came  up  and  stood  in 
front  of  the  woman. 

“Were  either  of  these  fellows  here  last  night?”  he  asked. 

“No;  I’m  certain  that  it  wasn’t  them  that  killed  poor  Bill. 
They  was  all  as  big  an’  stout  as  Rube,  an’  one  of  them  had 
long  black  hair  like  an  Injun.  Their  faces  was  covered  with 
masks.  Mo’s  I  couldn’t  see  how  they  looked.  They  was  in 
the  house  when  I  woke  up,  an’  when  I  screamed  they  put 
their  knife  into  Bill’s  breast  an’  pushed  me  over.  Then  one 
of  ’em  went  over  to  the  loose  board  over  the  hearth  an’  pulled 
it  up  au’  got  Bill’s  savin’s.  We  had  nigh  onto  a  thousand 
dollars,  an’  we  was  thinkin’  of  buildin’  a  better  house  to  live 
in.  It  is  bard  luck,  ’cause  I  ain’t  got  over  a  dollar  to  my 
name.” 

“Cheer  up.  my  dear  woman,”  answered  Wild,  who  felt  very 
sorry  for  her.  "“Since  I  have  been  brought  into  this  thing, 
»  1  will  stay  here  long  enough  to  raise  some  money  for  you. 

If  I  can’t  raise  as  much  as  the  villains  stole  from  you  I  am 
very  much  mistaken.  I  can’t  bring  your  husband  back  to 
life*  though,  so  I  suppose  you  will  be  glad  to  receive  the 
money  to  pay  for  burying  him  and  to  give  you  a  start  again.” 

“Thank  you.  sir!  Thank  you,  sir!”  exclaimed  the  poor 
woman,  bursting  into  a  fresh  flood  of  tears.  “May  Heaven 
bless  you  for  yovir  kindness!  May  I  ask  your  name?” 

“I  am  Young  Wild  West.  Mrs.  Sandy,”  was  the  reply. 
“These  are  my  two  friends,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart. 
A  band  of  men  who  were  searching  for  the  murderers  of 
your  husband  met  us  a  little  while  ago  and  Ripping  Rube 
declared  that  we  were  the  guilty  parties.  Just  to  convince 
him  that  we  are  not,  we  came  over  here.  Now,  then,  I  am 
,  going  to  take  up  a  collection  for  you.” 

“Thank  you,  Young  Wild  West.” 

“Now,  then,  gentlemen,”  said  Wild,  taking  off  his  hat, 
“there  are  easily  fifty  of  you  in  this  crowd,  and  you  have 
all  heard  what  the  widow  has  said.  You  knew  her  husband, 
and  i  did  not.  You  all  know  her  better  than  I  do,  and  if 
you  think  she  is  worthy,  go  deep  down  in  your  pockets, 
i'harify  i-  one  of  the  sweetest  and  noblest  words  ever  spoken 
by  the  human  tongue.  Dip  down,  now!  I  am  going  to  start 
the  thing  with  a  flfty-dollar  bill." 

The  ]x>y  produced  a  wallet  from  an  inner  pocket  of  the 

<  ,  t ) -  bin**  silk  shirt  he  wore  and  took  a  bill  from  it. 

•  I :  a  a  -  a  fifty,  and  when  he  had  held  it  up  so  all  hands 

<  id  he  deposited  it  in  his  hat. 

Then  he  went  around  through  the  crowd,  not  missing  a 
till  Jit*  got  back  to  the  door. 

\  \  uen  he  found  that  one  was  missing. 

it  v. u»  Ripping  Rube. 


He  had  sneaked  off  the  minute  the  hoy  began  talking  to 
tiie  widow,  and  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Wild  said  nothing  just  then,  but  proceeded  to  count  what 
had  been  put  in  the  hat. 

He  was  more  than  gratified  when  he  found  there  was  a 
trifle  over  eleven  hundred  dollars  in  the  pile. 

The  miners  were  all  doing  pretty  good  in  Dustvllle.  and 
they  had  responded  to  his  plea  generously. 

“There  you  are,  madam,”  he  said,  handing  the  money  to  the; 
widow.  “There  is  a  little  more  than  you  had  stolen  from 
you.  Take  it  and  use  it  as  you  see  fit.” 

“There  is  only  one  man  what  didn’t  give,”  spoke  up  Charlie, 
as  they  walked  over  to  their  horses. 

“And  that  one  is  Ripping  Rube,”  added  Jim. 

“I  know  it,”  answered  Wild.  “Gentlemen,  did  any  of  you 
see  where  Ripping  Rube  went?” 

“He  sneaked  over  into  ther  whisky  mill,”  some  one  an-, 
swered. 

“Ah!  Well,  that  is  just  where  we  are  bound.  I  want  to, 
see  him,  for  I  think  he  ought  to  contribute  as  much  as  I  did' 
toward  the  widow.” 

“He  ought  to,”  exclaimed  several. 

“But  he  are  a  putty  close  one,”  remarked  another. 

“I  doubt  if  he  would  give  any  more’n  a  dollar  or  two.” 
said  Tom  Smud,  who  had  mounted  his  horse  and  come  up, 
alongside  Wild. 

“Well,  I  am  just  in  the  humor  to  make  him  give  some¬ 
thing.” 

“I  suppose  you  don’t  object  to  me  going  in  ther  whisky 
mill  with  you?” 

Smud  had  taken  a  great  liking  to  Young  Wild  West,  andl 
he  did  not  know  how  to  express  himself  so  he  could  get  In 
the  boy’s  good  graces. 

“Certainly  yon  can  go  there  with  me.”  Wild  answered,  look-, 
ing  at  him  curiously.  “Why  do  you  ask  that  question?  It  is 
a  public  place,  is  it  not?” 

“Ob,  yes!  But,  you  see,  I’d  like  to  sorter  go  in  as  thought 
I  was  one  of  your  friends,  you  know.  I  never  met  a  feller; 
that  I  liked  any  better  than  you.  You  are  jest  ther  sort, 
you  are.  You  believe  in  what’s  right,  an’  when  you  said 
out  there  on  ther  trail  that  you  did  not  know  anything  about 
ther  murder,  I  believed  you.  An’  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
ther  gang  was  not  goin’  to  hang  you  till  it  was  proved  that 
you  was  guilty.  I’m  an  honest  man,  Young  Wild  West, 
which  is  nothin’  to  brag  on,  since  every  one  ought  to  be  hon-j 
est.  But  they  ain’t  honest  out  in  these  diggin’s,  you  know.” 

“Shake.  Tom  Smud!”  and  Wild  put  out  his  hand.  “I  guess 
you  are  one  of  those  who  are  tried  and  true.  You  may| 
count  on  me  as  being  your  friend.” 

“Thank  you!”  retorted  the  man  warmly.  Then  he  insisted 
on  shaking  hands  wdth  Charlie  and  Jim,  after  which  all  fouri 
rode  up  and  dismounted  in  front  of  the  saloon. 

Sevex-al  of  the  miners  had  got  there  ahead  of  them,  and, 
the  place  was  pretty  full  when  they  got  inside. 

One  of  the  first  to  fall  under  the  gaze  of  Young  Wild  Westi 
was  Ripping  Rube. 

He  stood  at  I  he  farther  end  of  the  bar  in  the  act  of  rais¬ 
ing  a  glass  of  liquor  to  his  lips. 

“Gentlemen,”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  raising  his 
voice  so  everybody  in  the  room  could  hear  iiim.  “is  there 
any  oue  here  who  did  not  contribute  to  tlie  fund  raised  fori 
the  Widow  Sandy?  I  don’t  want  to  slight  any  one,  so  that  is 
why  I  ask  the  question.” 

“I  didn’t,”  answered  the  proprietor  of  the  place.  “ Ther, 
reason  I  didn’t,  though,  was  because  I  wasn’t  over  there 
when  ther  money  was  collected.  Here’s  fifty  dollars,  young1 
feller.  ” 

He  handed  the  money  over  and  Wild  took  it,  acknowledg¬ 
ing  the  receipt  of  it  with  a  “Thank  you!” 

Ripping  Rube  evidently  knew  what  was  coming,  for  lie 
placed  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  drawing  forth  a  dollar, 
stepped  over. 

“Here,”  said  he.  “that  is  all  I  can  afford  to  give.” 

“A  dollar!”  exclaimed  Wild,  taking  the  coin  and  holding  it| 
up  so  all  hands  could  see  it.  “Well,  Mr.  Ripping  Rube,  if1 
you  can’t  afford  any  more  than  that,  take  It  back!”  and  he, 
tossed  the  money  to  him. 

With  a  flushed  face  the  man  picked  it  up  and  placed  it. 
back  in  his  pocket. 

A  hiss  went  up  from  the  assemblage  at  this,  and  turning 
angrily  to  the  crowd,  the  abject  of  their  disgust  said: 

“What’s  ther  matter  with  you  fellers,  anyhow?  You  don’t| 
think  I’m  rich,  do  yer?  Ther  young  feller  would  have  taken, 
that  dollar  without  sayin’  t.  word  if  he  didn’t  have  it  In  fnr 
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me  ’cause  I  took  him  for  one  of  the  fellers  that  killed  old 
Bill  Sandy.  I’ll  bet  ten  dollars  that  there  was  lots  of  you 
who  didn’t  give  more’n  a  dollar.” 

‘‘I'll  take  your  bet.”  answered  Wild  quietly. 

Ripping  Rube's  eyes  flashed  dangerously  as  lie  turned  them 
on  the  daring  boy. 

”I)o  you  mean  that?”  he  queried. 

“1  certainly  do.  Put  your  money  in  the  hands  of  the  land¬ 
lord.  ” 

Though  it  galled  him  to  do  it.  the  miner  took  a  roll  of  bills 
from  his  pocket  and  handed  a  ten-spot  over  to  the  man  be¬ 
hind  the  bar. 

Young  Wild  West  quickly  covered  It. 

“Now.  then,”  said  he.  smiling  blandly  to  the  assemblage, 
“as  I  was  the  one  to  collect  the  money.  I  ought  to  know  what 
the  smallest  amount  I  received  was.  The  smallest  contri¬ 
bution  was  two  silver  dollars.  Who  wins  the  bet?” 

“You  do.”  came  the  unanimous  retort. 

“All  right.  I’ll  take  the  money,  landlord,  and  I’ll  hand 
Ripping  Rube's  ten-dollar  bill  to  the  widow  and  tell  her  it 
is  his  contribution  toward  the  fund.  Thank  you  all.  You 
have  done  the  right  thing  to  the  poor  woman.” 

As  he  straightened  out  the  bill  to  fold  it  with  the  fifty  the 
proprietor  had  given  him  Wild  gave  a  start  of  surprise. 

And  no  wonder,  for  on  the  lull  were  the  marks  of  bloody 
fingers. 

“Ah!”  he  cried.  “Ripping  Rube  has  been  dippiug  his  fin¬ 
gers  in  blood,  I  guess,  by  the  looks  of  the  money  he  carries. 
He - ” 

Just  then  a  revolver  cracked  in  the  hand  of  Ripping  Rube. 

He  had  aimed  it  at  the  breast  of  Young  Wild  West,  but 
Charlie  had  been  watching  him.  and  with  a  quick  move,  he 
knocked  his  hand  upward. 

The  bullet  found  lodgment  in  the  ceiling  and,  dropping 
the  weapon,  the  villain  made  a  leap  through  the  back  door 
of  the  saloon  and  ran  for  his  horse. 

Young  Wild  West  followed  him  to  the  door. 

“Ripping  Rube,  you  are  a  marked  man!”  he  called  out, 
as  the  rascal  mounted  and  rode  away. 

There  is  no  doubt  but  that  nearly  every  man  in  the  place 
would  have  joined  in  the  chase  after  him  if  Young  AVI  Id 
West  had  but  said  the  word,  but  when  he  came  back  and 
calmly  ordered  dinner  for  himself  and  his  partners,  no  one 
made  a  move  to  leave  the  place. 

“While  dinner  is  getting  ready  I  will  walk  over  to  the 
Sandy  shanty  and  give  the  widow  this  sixty  dollars,”  Wild 
observed,  a  moment  later.  “I  want  to  ask  her  a  couple  of 
questions,  anyway,  for  I  am  interested  in  her  case  now,  and 
would  like  to  help  her  find  the  murderers.” 

He  went  on  out  of  the  place.  Charlie  and  Jim  remaining. 

Wild  came  back  in  time  for  dinner,  which  had  taken  about 
half  an  hour  to  prepare. 

Nearly  all  the  miners  had  gone  to  their  tents  and  shanties 
to  eat,  but  there  were  half  a  dozen  there  yet,  among  them 
being  Tom  Smud. 

“How  did  you  make  out?”  asked  the  latter,  as  our  hero 
entered. 

“Pretty  good,  I  think.  Here  is  the  knife  the  murder  was 
committed  with.  Does  anybody  recognize  it?”  and  he  held 
it  up. 

“Why,  that  looks  like  Ripping  Rube’s  old  bowie!”  ex¬ 
claimed  the  landlord.  “I  ain’t  seen  him  wear  it  in  a  month, 
but  I’d  be  willin’  to  swear  it  is  his.” 

“Well,  I  asked  the  widow  for  it,  and  I  promised  to  try 
and  find  the  owner  of  it,  and  when  I  do  I  will  have  the  man 
who  struck  the  blow  that  ended  the  life  of  Bill  Sandy.  It 
may  be  the  property  of  Ripping  Rube,  and  it  may  not.  But 
in  my  opinion  he  is  the  man  we  want.  I  thought  he  knew 
something  about  tin'  murder  from  the  very  start.” 

“Ther  prairie  jackal  was  headin’  for  Silver  Slope  as  fast 
as  his  horse  could  git  over  ther  ground  ther  last  I  seen  of 
him,”  remarked  the  landlord.  “Boys,  I  reckon  he  ought  to 
be  catcbed.” 

The  remark  was  filled  with  significance,  and  the  rough 
but  honest  men  understood. 

Tom  Smud  led  the  way  outside,  after  pausing  long  enough 
to  tell  Wild  he  would  meet  him  later. 

Our  three  friends  then  sat  down  to  a  fairly  good  meal  and 
ate  as  though  nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  had  happened. 

They  were  used  lo  all  kinds  of  scenes  and  situations,  and 
though  they  all  felt  sorry  for  the  poor  woman  weeping  by 
the  side  of  her  dead  husband  in  the  tumble-down  shanty, 
they  felt  that  they  had  done  all  they  could  for  her,  for  the 
present,  anyway. 


Dike  Wild.  Charlie  and  Jim  had  each  contributed  fifty 
dollars  to  the  fund. 

After  they  had  had  a  smoke  and  a  pleasant  chat  with  the 
landlord,  our  friends  set  out  for  Silver  Slope,  where  they 
were  to  meet  the  prospectors. 

Before  mounting  Wild  put  the  knife  the  murderer  had  left 
behind  him  in  his  saddle-bag. 

He  meant  to  have  it  handy  when  next  he  faced  Ripping 
Rube. 

The  distance  to  the  town  they  were  bound  for  was  not 
far,  so  they  could  easily  ride  over  in  something  less  than  an 
hour. 

They  took  it  along  moderate,  it  being  a  very  warm  day 
for  the  early  season  in  that  part  of  the  country. 

When  they  at  length  came  in  sight  of  Silver  Slope  they 
saw  that  it  was  a  quiet  town. 

It  nestled  snugly  on  the  side  of  a  hill  and  was  as  pic¬ 
turesque  a  place  as  one  would  be  apt  to  find  anvwhere  In 
the  Wild  West. 

As  there  were  no  railroad  connections  there,  it  was,  of 
course,  not  so  very  densely  populated. 

But  its  every  appearance  indicated  that  it  was  a  hustling 
mining  town  of  the  period. 

The  head  man  of  the  party  who  were  going  to  sink  shafts 
and  begin  operations  in  the  vicinity  was  named  John  Castine. 

If  he  had  not  offered  extraordinary  inducements  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  partners  would  not  have  come  out  there. 

The  machinery  to  be  used  was  the  same  as  our  friends 
used  in  the  Wild  West  Mining  &  Improvement  Company  at 
Weston,  so  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in  speedily  getting 
it  in  operation,  since  they  understood  the  way  it  worked 
thoroughly. 

The  three  rode  into  .the  town  in  their  usual  free-and-easy 
style,  and  being  rather  fancifully  attired,  they  created  no 
end  of  attraction. 

There  was  only  one  street  lo  the  town,  and  as  they  rode 
slowly  up  It,  Wild  picked  out  the  best-looking  of  the  three 
hotels  that  were  there  and  rode  up  to  it  and  halted. 

The  sign  over  the  door  told  that  the  place  was  the  “Silver 
Star.” 

As  luck  would  have  if,  they  found  the  very  man  they  were 
looking  for  inside. 

He  was  engaged  in  a  friendly  game  of  eribbage  with  the 
owner  of  the  place,  and  they  being  about  the  only  two  in 
the  town  who  knew  the  game,  they  had  it  all  to  themselves. 

“My  name  is  John  Castine,”  said  the  head  of  the  com¬ 
pany.  rising  from  the  table  when  he  heard  Wild  ask  the 
hotel  clerk  if  he  knew  where  such  a  man  could  be  found. 

“Well.  I  am  glad  that  I  found  you  so  easily.”  replied  our 
hero.  “I  am  Young  Wild  West,  and  these  gentlemen  are 
my  partners,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart.  We  came 
according  to  agreement.” 

“Good!  I  did  not  expect  you  so  soon.  Roby,  we  will  post¬ 
pone  our  game  till  some  other  time.  1  have  important  busi¬ 
ness  with  these  gentlemen.” 

“Go  on  an'  finish  your  game,”  spoke  up  Charlie. 

“No,  no;  business  before  pleasure  always.” 

“That  is  a  good  motto  to  follow,”  laughed  our  hero. 

“Yes;  I  find  it  so.  Wait  till  I  get  my  horse,  and  we  will 
ride  over  to  the  spot’  we  are  operating.  It  is  about  two 
miles  to  the  east  of  the  town.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Castine.” 

it.  did  not  take  Castine  long  to  get  his  horse,  and  then, 
after  lighting  fresh  cigars,  the  four  mounted  and  rode  over 
the  ridge  of  the  outskirts  of  the  town  to  a  decidedly  wild¬ 
looking  place  in  the  mountains. 

Wild  found  that  the  machinery  had  been  there  some  time, 
but  no  one  had  been  willing  to  have  it  placed  in  position 
till  they  had  consulted  somebody  who  know  just  how  it  oper¬ 
ated  to  the  host  advantage. 

Our  three  friends  looked  it  over  carefully,  and  at  the  end 
of  an  hour  Wild  informed  Castine  that  there  would  be  no 
trouble  about  it  at  all,  and  that  he  would  go  right  ahead 
at  superintending  the  job  as  soon  as  he  got  the  men  there. 

“To-morrow  morning,  then,”  said  Castine. 

“That  will  suit  me. ” 

As  Wild  spoke  he  suddenly  caught  sight  of  a  man  sneaking 
behind  a  pile  of  rooks  a  few  yards  away,  it  was  Ripping 
Rube. 

CHAPTER  Ill. 

IUPPINO  BtJBE  .101X8  AX  ORGANIZATION.  » 

When  Ripping  Rube  ran  out  of  the  hotel  and  mounted  his 
horse,  he  was  expecting  every  minute  to  get  a  bullet. 
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Ho  bad  fired,  his  revolver  at  Young  Wild  West  because  he 
bad  lost  all  eoutrol  of  himself. 

As  be  really  was  the  murderer  of  old  Bill  Sandy  be  would 
have  made  bis  case  much  better  if  he  had  given  some  sort 
of  au  explanation  as  to  how  the  ten-dollar  bill  became  stained 
with  blood. 

But  there  was  little  coolness  in  his  temperament. 

He  got  mad  quickly  and  usually  made  a  fool  of  himself 
when  he  did.  as  be  was  a  rank  coward  at  heart. 

When  the  villain  found  that  he  was  uot  being  pursued 
be  wondered  not  a  little,  but  felt  overjoyed  withal. 

He  kept  on  riding  as  fast  as  his  horse  could  go  until  he  had 
covered  three  miles  on  the  road  to  Silver  Slope. 

Then  he  slackened  the  hot  pace,  and  turning  upon  a  path 
that  led  up  the  mountainside  to  the  left,  brought  his  horse 
down  to  a  walk. 

“I’m  settled,  as  far  as  goin’  to  Dustville  is  consarned,”  he 
muttered.  “That  Young  Wild  West  must  be  a  sort  of  fortune¬ 
teller;  he  seemed  to  read  right  in  my  face  that  1  was  ther  one 
what  struck  old  Bill  Sandy.  Oh!  if  that  friend  of  his  hadn't 
knocked  my  arm  when  I  shot!  Then  I  would  have  had  ther 
satisfaction  of  knowin’  that  I’d  dropped  ther  most  nervy  chap 
what  ever  come  to  ther  Big  Divide.” 

Having  relieved  himself  of  these  thoughts,  the  villain  gave 
a  nod  that  was  half  satisfaction  and  half  doubt. 

He  rode  on  along  the  path  for  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
and  then  came  in  sight  of  a  lone  shanty  that  was  built  against 
a  bank  in  a  sort  of  lean-to  fashion. 

A  chimney  of  mud  and  sticks  ran  up  on  the  outside,  and 
the  smoke  that  came  from  it  told  quite  plainly  that  cooking 
was  going  on  in  the  house. 

The  shanty  was  unlike  any  other  building  in  that  section  in 
the  pattern  and  manner  of  its  construction.  It  looked  more 
like  a  shanty  such  as  are  found  in  the  East  at  the  outskirts 
of  the  big  cities. 

f  There  was  a  flock  of  chickens  roaming  argund  it  and  a.  cow 

and  a  pair  of  goats  were  grazing  near  by. 

“Hello,  Mike!  ”  called  out  Rube,  as  he  brought  his  horse 
to  a  halt  within  a  few  yards  of  the  door. 

“Hello,  yourself!  ”  came  the  .quick  reply,  and  then  a  young 
man,  who  was  plainly  a  native  of  Ireland,  showed  himself. 
“What  are  yez  after  doin'  here?”  he  questioned  in  surprise. 
“I  came  over  to  tell  you-  that  I  am  suspected  of  killin’  old 
Bill  Sandy  last  night.” 

“Hist!  Yez  mustn’t  talk  so  loud.  Come  on  insoide.  Pat  is 
there,  an’  ther  ould  lady  is  croonin’  to  herself  in  her  favorite 
corner.” 

Rube  dismounted  and  tied  his  horse  to  a  handy  sapling. 
Then  he  followed  the  Irishman  inside  the  hut. 

A  man  who  was  the  exact  counterpart  of  Mike  looked  up 
when  they  came  in. 

He  was  Mike’s  twin  brother  Pat,  and  the  two  were  as  much 
^  alike  as  a  couple  of  peas. 

They  looked  alike,  their  talk  was  alike,  and  their  tastes 
were  the  same;  and  last,  but  not  the  least,  they  were  both 
renegades,  both  being  deserters  from  the  United  States  Army. 
_  The  old  woman  who  sat  in  a  corner  softly  crooning  and 
staring  about  in  a  va.gue  way  was  their  mother. 

She  had  completely  lost  her  mind  now,  but  when  she  fol¬ 
lowed  her  twin  boys  to  the  West  she  was  quite  rational  at 
times. 

As  bad  as  the  sons  were,  they  had  a  great  love  for  their 
mother,  and  when  they  had  built  the  snanty  in  that  lone  spot 
they  had  provided  her  with  the  small  comforts  such  as  she 
had  been  used  to  seeing  before  she  left  the  Emerald  Isle  with 
her  husband  and  babies  to  better  their  condition  in  the  great 
•*  country  across  the  sea. 

But  her  husband  had  gone  to  the  bad  early  during  their 
married  life  and  his  career  had  wound  up  by  his  being  hanged 
for  committing  murder. 

j  Since  that  time  the  woman  had  never  been  herself,  and 
Anally  when  her  two  sons  grew  up  and  followed  in  the  foot- 
:-iepr-  of  their  father  she  began  to  pine  and  long  for  the  home 
.she  left  in  Ireland. 

When  Mike  and  Pat  enlisted  in  the  army  and  were  sent  to 
tv  frontier  she  worked  until  she  had  saved  enough  to  come 

out  and  join  them. 

And  when  she  found  them  they  were  deserters  and  fugitives 

J  from  justice. 

I'j  ■’  they  had  changed  their  name  from  O’Shaughnessy  to 
<  ollins,  and  finally  had  selected  the  spot  half  way  between 
v/h ;r  were  now  the  towns  of  Silver  Slope  and  Dustville  and 
%  *./•<"  r'd  the  iean-to  shanty. 

Here  they  kept  the  old  woman  with  her  cow  and  goats  and 


chickens,  while  they  robbed  and  plundered  all  they  came, 
across. 

And  so  sly  were  the  twins  that  they  had  never  been  caught. 

It  was  they  who  had  planned  the  robbery  of  Bill  Sandy,  and 
as  Ripping  Rube  had  told  them  how  easily  the  old  man  could 
be  robbed,  he,  of  course,  joined  them  in  the  villainous  scheme. 

But  Rube  was  not  satisfied  with  getting  the  few  hundred 
dollars;  he  had  to  overstep  the  mark  and  stab  the  old  man, 
when  there  was  no  occasion  for  it. 

Rube  took  a  seat  at  the  table,  which  was  spread  with  meat, 
potatoes  and  bread,  and  being  hungry,  accepted  the  invitation 
to  eat. 

While  the  meal  was  in  progress  he  told  all  that  had  tran¬ 
spired  that  morning. 

“I  thought  I  had  the  thing  fixed  just  right  so  they  would 
never  think  I  had  a  hand  in  it,”  he  said.  “We  found  them 
three  strangers,  an’  it  struck  me  right  away  that  if  they  was 
lynched,  everybody  would  have  been  satisfied  that  ther  murder 
was  avenged.” 

“But  the  three  were  too  much  for  ther  whole  crowd  of  yez, 
were  they?”  asked  Pat. 

“Yes,  that  Young  Wild  West  is  the  quickest  feller  I  ever 
seen.” 

“Bad  cess  to  him!”  said  Mike.  “We  are  not  after  wantin’ 
ther  loikes  of  such  as  him  around  these  parts.  He  will  make 
trouble  for  us  if  he  is  not  after  bein’  checked.” 

“It  is  trouble  he’ll  make,  so  he  will,”  chimed  in  the  brother. 

“We’ll  have  to  try  an’  put  him  out  of  ther  way,  that’s  all,” 
remarked  Rube,  scratching  his  head. 

"An’  ther  partners  he  is  after  havin’  must  go  ther  same  way, 
bedad!” 

“Sure,” 

“Well,  we  will  be  after  foindin’  a  way  to  do  it.  But  now 
I  will  tell  yez  somethin’  that  will  make  yez  heart  feel  glad, 
an’  ye  will  not  feel  so  bad  about  bein’  compelled  to  lave  Dust¬ 
ville.” 

“What  is  it?”  and  Ripping  Rube  looked  at  the  twins  eagerly. 

"We  have  been  after  joinin’  tm  organization  this  mornin’ 
that  yez  shall  become  a  mimber  of,  too.” 

“What  kind  of  an  organization  is  it?” 

“An  organization  for  ther  plunderin’  of  mankoind  in  gin- 
eral.  Ivery  man  that  belongs  to  it  must  be  a  rinegade  of 
some  sort.  He  must  have  committed  some  croime  an’  be  a 
fugitive  from  ther  law.  I  guess  ye  have  enough  recommenda¬ 
tion,  Rube.  Yez  did  somethin’  last  noight  that  ought  to  pass 
yez  through  without  ther  laste  bit  of  trouble.” 

“Yes,  I  reckon  I  did,”  said  the  miner,  not  the  least  abashed. 
“Where  is  this  gang  operatin’?" 

“Nowhere  at  present — that  is,  not  collectively.  Ivery  num¬ 
ber  must  work  alone  an’  for  himself  till  ther  new  moine  over 
here  beyant  gits  in  operation.  Thin,  whin  they  have  stowed 
a  pile  of  gold  away  to  await  ther  toime  of  takin’  it  to  the 
smelting  works  ther  gang  of  renegades  will  be  after  gittin’  in 
their  foine  work.  We  will  git  enough  in  one  haul  to  last  us 
for  siveral  years,  an’  if  we  have  to  skip  ther  country  it  will 
not  be  so  bad,  in  that  case.” 

“That’s  so.  When  kin  I  jine  this  renegade  gang?” 

“In  a  few  minutes,  if  yez  loike.  We  have  headquarters 
roight  here.” 

“What!” 

“I  don’t  mane  in  this  hut - Well,  niver  moind.  Yez  will 

have  to  be  proposed  an’  accepted  first.” 

Pat  got  up  and  put  on  his  hat. 

Then  lie  went  out  by  the  back  door  of  the  hut. 

The  old  woman  now  got  up  irom  the  rocker  she  had  been 
sitting  in  and  came  over  and  sat  down  at  the  table. 

She  drank  her  cup  of  tea  and  ate  what  she  wanted,  and  then 
proceeded  to  clear  away  the  remains. 

Mike  was  gene  fully  half  an  hour,  and  when  he  came  back 
he  was  accompanied  by  a  stranger. 

That  is,  he  was  a  stranger  to  Rube,  for  he  had  never  seen 
him. 

The  man  was  attired  in  overalls  and  jumper  and  looked  as 
though  he  might  be  employed  around  machinery,  by  the  grease 
cn  his  hands  and  face. 

Such  was  indeed  the  case,  for  he  was  a  machinist  in  the 
employ  of  the  company  headed  by  John  Castine. 

This  man,  though  he  had  performed  honest  labor  on  and  off 
all  his  life,  did  not  like  that  way  of  earning  a  living. 

He  preferred  to  get  rich  from  the  earnings  of  others. 

He  had  served  a  term  in  a  prison  for  being  connected  with 
a  bank  robbery  in  his  native  town,  and  when  he  had  accepted 
the  job  to  come  to  the  Big  Divide  ho  had  done  so  because  lie 
thought  there  would  he  a  chance  for  him  to  steal  the  gold 
that  others  dug  out  of  the  ground. 
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It  was  only  the  night  before  that  he  had  formed  an  organ¬ 
ization  of  ten  men  of  the  same  habits  and  desires  as  he,  only 
they  were  less  intelligent  than  he;  and  he  purposed  to  clean 
out  the  treasure  house  of  the  Good  Will  Mine,  as  the  owners 
called  it,  as  soon  as  enough  gold  was  stored  there  to  make  it 
worth  the  while. 

This  shrewd  villain  bore  the  name  of  Lon  Morley. 

He  had  become  acquainted  with  the  twin  brothers  during  the 
week  he  had  been  idling  about  Silver  Slope,  waiting  for  the 
machinery  to  be  put  up,  and  he  had  sought  them  out  that 
morning  for  the  purpose  of  getting  them  to  join  his  gang. 

They  made  it  an  even  dozen,  and  when  Mike  came  to  them 
to  the  cave  that  was  in  the  rear  of  the  barn  and  told  those 
present  that  he  had  another  good  man  to  join  them,  it  took 
them  some  time  to  decide  to  take  him  in. 

He  -would  make  thirteen,  and  the  majority  of  them  were  su¬ 
perstitious  fellows. 

But  Morley  finally  settled  it  by  saying  that  they  had  better 
,take  him  in,  as  they  needed  such  men  as  Mike  said  the  can¬ 
didate  was. 

He  told  them  that  thirteen  was  a  lucky  number  more  than 
it  was  unlucky,  and  cited  a  few  cases  he  knew  of  to  prove  it. 

So  when  he  came  to  the  hut  with  Mike  he  came  to  get  Rip¬ 
ping  Rube’s  signature  to  the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  or¬ 
ganization,  and  then  to  conduct  him  to  the  cave  that  was 
hidden  behind  the  little  cow-stable,  or  barn,  as  the  twin 
brothers  called  it. 

“Well,  Rube,”  said  Mike,  “I  have  been  after  makin’  it  all 
roight.  This  is  ther  captain.” 

“I  hear  you  wish  to  join  our  secret  organization?”  ques¬ 
tioned  Morley,  looking  the  villain  in  the  eyes. 

“Yes,”  wras  the  reply.  “I  don’t  dare  to  go  back  to  Dustville — 
leastwise,  not  wrhen  any  of  ’em  there  kin  see  me.  An’  I  s’pose 
it  wall  be  ther  same  way  in  Silver  Slope.  That  feller  Young 
Wild  West  means  me,  I  guess.” 

“Well,  if  you  join  our  band  you  will  be  pretty  well  pro¬ 
tected,  I  guess.  I  have  heard  of  Young  Wild  West.  He  is  the 
fellow  the  bosses  sent  after  to  come  and  show  them  how  to  put 
the  crusher  in  and  fix  the  rest  of  the  machinery.  They  say  he 
is  as  smart  a  young  chap  as  can  be  found  in  the  West,  and 
that  he  is  awful  handy  with  a  shooter.” 

“He  kin  draw  one  quicker  than  anything  I  ever  seen.  I 
thought  I  was  putty  handy  at  that  game,  but  he  kin  git  ther 
drop  on  a  feller  after  ther  feller  has  got  ther  drop  on  him. 
That  sounds  funny,  but  it’s  so.” 

Morley  smiled. 

"1  am  not  much  -with  a  gun  or  pistol,”  he  retorted,  “but 
there  are  men  in  our  organization  who  are.  Come  on!  We 
will  put  you  through  our  initiation  and  make  you  a  member 
before  the  men  go  away.” 

Rube  got  up,  and  then  all  four  of  them  left  the  house  and 
walked  to  the  barn. 

Once  inside  the  little  structure  a  bandage  was  placed  over 
the  miner's  eyes,  and  then  with  a  measured  tread  they  led 
him  through  a  narrow  doorway  back  of  the  building. 

Pat  opened  the  door  and  went  on  in,  and  Mike  stayed  be¬ 
hind  to  follow  them  and  close  it  behind  him. 

Through  a  short  passage  they  went  into  a  cave  that  was 
lighted  by  a  couple  of  lanterns. 

There  were  seven  or  eight  men  waiting  there,  and  when 
they  saw  the  blindfolded  candidate  approaching  they  broke 
into  grins. 

The  twin  brothers  conducted  the  candidate  to  the  center  of 
the  cave,  which  was  very  irregular  in  shape,  and  in  some 
places  the  rough  ceiling  almost  touched  his  head. 

Then  Morley  stepped  upon  a  box,  and  in  a  sepulchral  voice 
said: 

“Stranger,  is  it  your  desire  to  become  a  member  of  this  or¬ 
ganization,  which  is  yet  without  a  name?” 

Rube  answered  yes,  though  he  thought  it  rather  a  foolish 
question  since  he  had  already  signed  the  by-laws  and  rules  and 
regulations. 

“Are  you  willing  to  take  upon  yourself  a  solemn,  binding 
oath  never  to  reveal  any  of  the  secrets  of  the  organization?” 

“Yes.” 

Then  an  oath  was  administered  to  him,  the  penalty  of  vio¬ 
lating  it  being  instant  death. 

After  this  Morley,  still  in  the  disguised  voice,  continued: 

“Are  you  willing  to  stand  the  test  that  makes  a  brother  of 
the  organization  perfect  in  the  eyes  of  his  fellows?” 

“Ye3,”  answered  Rube,  though  he  shrugged  his  shoulders 
rather  uneasily. 

“’Tis  well!  Men,  place  him  on  his  back!” 

Many  willing  hands  seized  the  miner  and  placed  him  on  his 
back  upon  the  ground. 


Then  the  bandage  was  removed  from  his  eyes,  and  the  first 
thing  Rube  saw  was  a  heavy  axe  slowly  descending  toward 
his  throat. 

lie  gave  an  involuntary  cry  and  hastily  rolled  over  out  of 
the  way. 

"Does  he  act  the  part  of  a  brave  man,  my  brothers?”  ques¬ 
tioned  Morley. 

“No!”  came  the  unanimous  response. 

“Place  him  back  in  position  again.” 

The  axe  now  hung  suspended  by  two  ropes  about  three 
feet  from  his  throat. 

Ripping  Rube  was  placed  so  the  sharp  blade  wTas  directly 
over  his  throat. 

As  he  looked  at  the  axe  he  saw  that  one  rope  was  attached 
to  the  handle  close  to  the  blade  and  the  other  at  its  extreme 
end. 

That  made  it  swing  steadily. 

Though  a  little  nervous,  he  now  felt  that  it  was  simply  a 
trick  that  was  being  played  on  him,  and  he  resolved  to  do 
just  as  he  was  told. 

He  knew  he  was  among  friends,  and  therefore  he  wrould 
not  be  harmed. 

When  he  had  remained  perfectly  still  for  a  moment  Morley 
again  spoke. 

“Do  you  see  this  rope?”  he  asked,  leaning  over  the  prostrate 
man. 

"Yes,”  -was  the  reply. 

“Reach  out  your  left  hand  and  grip  it  carefully,  but  firmly.” 

Rube  obeyed. 

“Nowr,  then,”  went  on  the  leader  of  the  band  of  men,  “you 
hold  in  your  hand  the  rope  that  keeps  the  axe  suspended  over 
your  throat.” 

A  deathly  silence  followed,  and  in  the  dim  light  made  by 
the  lanterns  it.  could  be  seen  that  Rube’s  face  was  very  pale. 

“Here  is  a  keen  knife!”  exclaimed  Morley,  handing  it  to 
him.  “It  is  my  command  that  you  cut  that  rope  and  let  the 
axe  descend  upon. your  bare  throat!” 

“Do  you  mean  that?”  gasped  the  miner;  his  hand  that  held 
the  knife  trembling  violently. 

“I  mean  it.” 

“But  it  will  surely  cut  my  throat.” 

“What  care  you  for  that?  Haven't  you  just  sworn  to  die 
for  the  organization  if  commanded  to  do  so?” 

“Y-e-s,  I  guess  I  did  swear  that.” 

“Well,  it  is  my  command  that  you  cut  the  rope  and  let 
down  the  axe!  ” 

Rube  made  a  spasmodic  move  with  the  knife,  but  did  not 
come  within  several  inches  of  the  rope. 

Some  of  the  men  broke  into  a  laugh. 

“Silence!”  commanded  the  captain. 

The  laughing  made  Rube  think  that  it  was  only  all  a  joke, 
after  all. 

He  resolved  to  cut  the  rope  the  next  time  he  was  told. 

“Brothers,”  said  Morley,  speaking  in  his  severest  tone, 
“what  do  you  think  of  the  man  who  has  applied  for  admission 
to  our  organization?” 

“He  is  a  coward!  ”  came  the  unanimous  response. 

“No,  I  ain’t  a  coward,”  said  the  miner.  “I’ll  cut  ther  rope, 
if  ther  axe  comes  down  an’  cuts  my  head  off!  ” 

“Spoken  like  a  true  man.  Now,  when  I  count  three,  cut 
the  rope.  Hold  your  knife  in  readiness.” 

Rube’s  courage  began  to  ooze  from  his  finger  ends  again, 
and  his  arm  trembled  when  he  held  out  the  knife. 

“One!  ”  - 

A  cold  sweat  broke  out  on  the  brow’  of  the  villain  who  had 
so  cruelly  murdered  an  old  man  the  night  before. 

“Two!” 

His  whole  body  shook  as  though  he  was  suffering  from  an 
attack  of  the  ague.  The  shaking  of  the  rope  made  the  axe 
quiver  ominously  above  his  throat. 

“Three!” 

Zip!  went  the  knife,  severing  the  rope,  and  down  came  the 
handle  of  the  axe  with  a  thud  on  the  hard  floor  of  the  cave. 

With  a  frightened  yell  on  his  lips,  Ripping  Rube  rolled  away 
from  the  spot. 

Then  every  one  in  the  place  broke  into  a  laugh. 

The  twin  Irishmen  came  over  and  lifted  the  new  member 
to  his  feet. 

“It  is  all  right,”  they  said.  “Ther  rope  you  cut  was  only 
after  lettin'  ther  handle  down.  Ther  axe  could  not  fall 
bedad! ” 

Rube  was  so  unnerved  that  he  could  not  speak. 

One  of  the  members  handed  him  a  bottle  of  whisky  a  mo¬ 
ment  later,  and  when  he  had  swallowed  some  of  its  contents 
he  began  to  come  around  again. 
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“Jove!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  was  sure  I  wouldn't  git  hurted, 
uit  1  could  hardly  bring  myself  to  cut  that  rope,  for  all  that. 
>  it  was  ther  awfullest  toing  1  ever  went  through.  Wouldn’t 
i  like  to  see  Young  Wild  West  go  through  that  thing,  only 
that  it  be  rigged  so  that  the  axe  would  cut  his  head  off.” 

“We  may  have  a  chance  to  give  him  a  taste  of  it,”  replied 
Morley.  “Come,  Rube,  I  want  you  to  go  over  to  the  new  mine 
with  me.  so  I  can  give  you  an  idea  of  what  is  in  the  wind. 
A  walk  in  the  open  will  do  you  good  now.” 

The  two  did  walk  over  to  the  new  mine,  and  just  as  they  got 
there  they  saw  Castine,  the  head  of  the  concern,  and  Young 
\\  iid  West  and  his  partners  approaching. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUU  FRIENDS  TAKE  IN  A  SHOW. 

“There  goes  the  man  we  are  looking  for!”  cried  Wild,  as  he 
caught  sight  of  Ripping  Rube  disappearing  behind  a  rock. 

“Where?"  asked  Cheyenne  Charlie,  excitedly.  “I  don’t  see 
no  one.” 

*  “Ripping  Rube  just  sneaked  past  that  open  spot  over  there 
and  went  behind  that  big  rock.” 

Wild  did  not  wait  any  longer,  but,  revolver  in  hand,  bounded 
for  the  spot. 

Charlie,  Jim  and  Castine  followed  him. 

Our  hero  reached  the  rock  in  less  than  ten  seconds. 

But  when  he  got  there  not  the  least  sign  of  a  man  could  he 
see. 

But  there  were  plenty  more  big  rocks  scattered  about,  and 
he  began  making  a  search  for  the  villain. 

The  others  joined  in  the  hunt,  of  course,  but  when  fifteen 
minutes  had  been  spent  they  were  forced  to  give  it  up. 

“If  you  are  certain  you  saw  a  man,”  spoke  up  Castine,  “he 
must  be  well  acquainted  around  here,  or  he  could  never  have 

(  disappeared  so  quickly.” 

“I  saw  him,”  Wild  declared.  “I  never  make  a  mistake  in  a 
face.  It'  was  quite  a  few  yards  off,  but  it  was  Ripping  Rube, 
the  miner  who  tried  to  shoot  me  over  in  Dustville  this  noon, 
that  I  saw,  just  as  sure  as  we  are  standing  here.” 

“Well,  you  may  run  across  him  later  on.” 

“I  want  to  coine  across  him— badly,  too,  for  I  am  positive 
he  is  the  man  who  murdered  an  old  man  over  In  Dustville  last 
night.” 

“Well,  you  should  be  careful  how  you  tackle  such  a  fellow  as 
that.” 

“Oh,  I  am  used  to  tackling  such  fellows  as  he.  I  would  be 
willing  to  face  two  or  three  of  them  if  I  had  my  revolvers  with 
me,”  and  the  young  prince  of  the  saddle  smiled  in  his  easy 
way. 

“I  have  heard  that  you  are  a  wonder  with  the  revolver,” 
Castine  observed. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  about  me  being  a  wonder.  I  suppose 

*  there  are  plenty  of  men  who  can  shoot  as  straight  as  I  can.” 

“But  not  so  quick  and  straight  at  the  same  time,”  spoke 
up  Charlie,  who  was  ever  ready  to  put  in  a  word  of  praise  for 
his  young  friend. 

*  ‘“That  is  right,”  Jim  admitted.  “Wild' has  no  equal  at  quick 
shooting  with  a  revolver.  Why,  this  morning  when  we  were 
held  up  by  this  man  he  just  saw,  who  had  twelve  or  fifteen 
at  his  back,  and  every  one  of  them  pointing  their  shooters 
at  us,  Wild  worked  it  so  that  he  got  the  drop  on  the  whole 
crowd  and  made  them  do  just  as  he  wanted  them  to.  It  was 
wonderful,  and  when  I  realized  it  my  breath  was  nearly  taken 
away,  for  I  could  not  see  how  we  were  possibly  going  to  get 
out  of  the  scrape.” 

“I  wish  I  knew  more  about  shooting  than  I  do,”  said  Cas- 

*  tine,  as  he  looked  admiringly  at  the  young  deadshot. 

“[  will  give  you  a  few  lessons  before  we  leave  here,  if  you 
desire.”  Wild  answered. 

“If  I  desire!  Well,  I  guess  I  will  be  glad  of  the  opportunity. 

*  You  can  give  me  a  short  lesson  now,  if  you  will.” 

“Certainly.  Now  just  imagine  that  stone  with  the  crack 
in  It  ovp r  theft  was  a  man  who  was  sneaking  up  on  you  to 
down  you.  Pull  out  your  revolver  and  let  me  see  how  quickly 
you  can  shoot  and  hit.  it.” 

Castine  made  a  grab  for  his  shooter,  got  a  little  rattled  as 
he  pulled  it  from  his  hip  pocket  in  such  a  hurry  and  then 

*  fired  a  shot. 

The  bullet  struck  another  rock  that  was  four  or  five  feet  to 
tfip  Uft  of  the  one  he  shot  at. 

That  Is  the  way  that  most  men  shoot,  when  they  open  fire 
on  no. n  in  a  hurry.  Here  is  the  way  1  do  It.” 

p^.fo r<  <  astlne  was  aware  of  It  Young  Wild  West  had  drawn 
botr  i  ovolvors  arid  two  reports  sounded  as  one, 

i  oere  a  a*  the  mark  of  two  bullets  on  the  rock,  too,  the 


furthest  one  being  within  a  couple  of  inches  of  the  crack 
in  the  center  of  it. 

“Whew!”  gasped  the  head  of  the  mining  concern.  “I  never 
saw  anything  like  that  before.” 

“Now,  you  try  it  with  one  shooter,  a  little  slower  this  time.” 

Castine  put  his  weapon  back  in  his  pocket,  and  then  when 
Wild  gave  the  word,  jerked  it  out  and  fired. 

Though  he  went  slower  at  it  this  time,  he  did  not  hit  the 
rock,  though  he  came  pretty  close  to  it. 

“The  trouble  with  you  is,”  said  our  hero,  “you  try  to  raise 
your  revolver  to  get  aim.  That  is  not  the  way  to  do  it.  Keep 
your  eye  right  on  the  spot  you  want  to  hit,  and  when  you 
pull  your  shooter  throw  it  well  up  in  the  air  and  pull  whenl 
you  bring  it  down  to  the  point  you  are  looking  at.  There  is 
no  such  thing  as  taking  aim  in  quick  shooting,  any  more  than 
the  aim  that  a  boy  takes  when  he  throw's  a  stone  at  a  bird.” 

“I  see,”  exclaimed  Castine.  “But  that  sort  of  shooting  re¬ 
quires  a  whole  lot  of  practise.” 

“Of  course  it  does.  But  when  you  once  know  how  to  go  at 
it,  it  will  come  all  the  easier.” 

“Well,  since  you  have  given  me  the  idea  of  it,  I  am  going  to 
practise  every  chance  I  get.  It  has  been  my  ambition  to  be¬ 
come  a  good  revolver  shot  for  a  long  fime.  Now,  here  goes 
for  another  try  at  that  rock.” 

He  fired  quickly  this  time,  and  the  bullet  went  over  about 
a  foot. 

“That’s  good!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Clmrlie.  “He’s  got  his 
eye  on  ther  up-an’-down  line.” 

“That  was  very  good.”  Wild  observed. 

“All’s  he  wants  to  do  is  to  learn  to  judge  ther  line  from 
right  to  left,”  resumed  Charlie. 

“How  are  you  fellows  on  shooting  in  this  fashion?”  asked 
Castine,  turning  to  Jim  and  the  scout. 

“Oh.  we  can  do  it  pretty  fair — about  as  good  as  the  average, 
man.  I  guess,”  answered  Jim.  “We  are  not  up  (o  Wild, 
though.  No  one  is  that  1  have  seen.  I  .will  show'  you  what| 
I  can  do.” 

He  did  show’  him,  and  he  hit  the  rock  at  the  first  shot. 

Then  Charlie  tried  it  and  did  the  same. 

“You  are  three  remarkable  fellows,”  said  Castine,  as  they, 
walked  over  to  where  they  left  their  horses  standing. 

“Well,  I  have  an  idea  that  we  will  have  some  quick  shoot¬ 
ing  to  do.  if  there  are  any  more  such  fellows  as  Ripping  Rub9| 
hanging  around  here.”  declared  Young  Wild  West,  as  lie  mount¬ 
ed  his  sorrel  steed  to  ride  back  to  the  town. 

“Yes,”  answered  the  head  of  the  mining  company.  “But  I 
hope  there  won’t  be  many  such  as  he  to  bother  ns.  We  know 
there  is  lots  of  gold  deposits  here,  and  we  want  to  get  the! 
stuff  out  quickly;  that’s  why  we  bought  this  machinery.” 

“Well,  I  guess  in  a  week’s  time  we  will  have  the  machinery 
in  operation.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

The  ride  back  to  the  hotel  was  soon  made,  and  after 
Castine  saw  that  our  three  friends  were  furnished  with  good 
accommodations  at  the  place  he  resumed  his  game  of  cribbage 
with  the  proprietor. 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  Castine.  Wild?”  .Tim  asked,  ag 
they  strolled  out  to  take  a  look  around  the  town. 

“A  very  fine  fellow,”  was  the  reply.  “He  says  he  believes 
in  business  before  pleasure,  but  1  hardly  think  he  does,  though.) 
There  ore  lots  that  he  could  he  looking  after  up  at  t lie  mine, 
instead  of  whiling  away  his  time  at  cribbage.” 

“It  strikes  me  that  way,  too.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  you’ll  find  him  there  when  ther  time  comes' 
to  shuffle  out  ther  ore  and  crack  it  up,”  Charlie  ventured. 

“No  doubt  of  it.” 

“Say,  what’s  that  place  down  ther  street  with  ther  big  red, 
sign  in  front  of  it?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Suppose  we  go  down  there  and  see?”  an¬ 
swered  Jim. 

“I  am  satisfied.  Come  on!”  and  Young  Wild  West  ledi 
the  way. 

When  they  got  down  a  little  further  they  saw  that  it  was 
a  concert  hall. 

The  big  red  sign  announced  that  the  best  show  anywhere 
in  the  Big  Divide  was  to  he  found  there,  and  that  the  admit¬ 
tance  Was  but  fifty  cents. 

“Let’s  go  in,”  said  Charlie,  who  was  always  ready  for  any¬ 
thing  like  a  show. 

Wild  and  Jim  were  agreeable,  so  they  bought  tickets  and 
went  inside. 

They  found  themselves  in  a  long,  narrow  room  with  a  lowi 
ceiling. 

The  atmosphere  was  so  thick  with  tobacco  smoke  that  they 
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could  barely  discern  the  little  stage  at  the  farther  end  of 
the  hall. 

There  were  probably  fifty  men  of  all  classes  sitting  on 
rough  board  seats  drinking  and  smoking  and  watching  the 
performance  that  was  going  on. 

An  orchestra  of  three  pieces  furnished  the  music,  and  though 
it  was  not  very  classic,  it  was  inspiring  to  the  rough  cowboys, 
miners  and  prospectors  who  were  gathered  there. 

Wild  led  the  way  as  far  to  the  front  as  they  could  get. 

They  took  seats,  and  as  the  smoke  was  so  thick,  the  only 
thing  they  could  do  to  offset  it  was  to  smoke  themselves. 

This  may  sound  a  little  queer  to  those  whQ  have  not  tried 
it.  but  it  is  the  fact,  nevertheless,  that  if  a  man  enters  a 
place  where  the  tobacco  smoke  is  so  thick  that  it  is  objection¬ 
able,  if  he  lights  a  pipe  or  cigar  and  begins  to  smoke  himself, 
he  will  not  notice  it  in  the  least. 

When  our  three  friends  had  been  there  a  few  minutes  they 
could  see  more  clearly  through  the  smoke,  too. 

The  orchestra  struck  up  with  renewed  vigor  and  a  Dutch 
comedian  came  out  and  amused  the  audience  by  doing  a 
dance  with  a  pair  of  wooden  shoes. 

Then  he  got  off  some  very  funny  sayings  and  everybody 
laughed  heartily. 

Just  as  the  comedian  started  to  do  some  more  dancing  half 
a  dozen  men  who  were  under  the  influence  of  drink  entered. 

They  were  a  very  reckless  lot,  and  they  crowded  right  up 
to  the  front,  regardless  of  those  they  disturbed  or  upset. 

When  they  got  as  far  as  they  could  go  and  found  no  vacant 
seats,  they  came  back  and  paused  directly  in  front  of  our 
three  friends. 

“Git  up  off  that  bench!”  said  one  of  the  men,  looking  at 
Jim  Dart. 

“What  for*'”  asked  the  boy,  coolly. 

“We  want  that  bench.  There’s  room  enough  on  it  for  the 
four  of  us.” 

At  this  one  of  the  employees  of  the  place  appeared  and 
mildly  protested. 

Then  one  of  the  drunken  roughs  picked  up  the  employee 
bodily  and  threw  him  upon  the  stage  at  the  feet  of  the  dancing 
comedian. 

“Get  off  of  that  bench !”  roared  the  fellow  who  had  addressed 
Jim.  “Git  up,  or  we’ll  begin  to  spill  lead!  We  paid  our  way 
in  here,  and  we  want  a  seat.” 

“Well,  I’ll  give  you  a  seat!”  and  with  that  Jim  sprang  at 
him  and  dealt  him  a  blow  with  his  fist  that  staggered  him. 

Then  Young  Wild  West’s  right  and  left  shot  out  in  quick 
succession',  and  two  of  the  rough’s  companions  went  up 
against  his  staggering  form  so  suddenly  that  all  three  went 
in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 

“Whoopee !”  yelled  Cheyenne  Charlie,  and  before  the  re¬ 
maining  fellow  knew  what  had  happened,  the  scout  picked 
him  up  and  slammed  him  down  upon  the  three  with  a  thud 
that  knocked  the  breath  from  all  of  them. 

“Whoopee!”  he  repeated.  “I  reckon  us  three  kin  take  care 
of  any  amount  of  such  fellows  as  you  are.” 

A  burst  of  applause  went  up  from  the  audience,  and  seeing 
that  he  was  no  longer  the  attraction,  the  comedian  ceased 
his  antics. 

As  the  men  made  efforts  to  get  upon  their  feet  Young  Wild 
West  called  out  sternly : 

“Stay  right  where  you  are  till  I  tell  you  to  get  up!  I  put 
two  of  you  there,  and  I  guess  I’ve  got  the  call.  Take  your 
hand  away  from  that  pistol,  you  lame  coyote !” 

Tlie  under  fellow  was  making  frantic  efforts  to  get  hold 
of  his  revolver,  and  he  paid  no  attention  to  Wild’s  com¬ 
mand.  but  succeeded  in  getting  hold  of  and  drawing  it. 

Crack ! 

As  the  sharp  report  of  Young  Wild  West’s  revolver  rang  out 
the  villain  uttered  a  howl  and  let  go  of  the  weapon. 

The  bullet  had  merely  grazed  the  back  of  his  hand,  but 
that  was  sufficient  to  make  him  give  in. 

“I’m  shot!”  he  groaned.  “P.oys,  don’t  make  any  fight;  if 
you  do,  we’re  all  goners!” 

A  yell  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  crowd  at  this. 

They  could  see  everything  that  was  going  on,  and  the  men 
enjoyed  it  Immensely. 

“When  you  all  tell  me  that  you  will  behave  yourselves,  I 
will  let  you  get  up,”  went  on  Wild,  as  though  it  was  merely 
n  farce  he  was  taking  part  in.  “Now.  then,  who  is  willing 
to  say  that  he  will  behave  himself  first?” 

"Me!”  cried  the  fellow  Jim  had  hit. 

“Me,  too,”  qame  from  the  other  three,  all  speaking  at  once. 

“Good!  Yon  ean  all  get  tip.” 

Four  more  crestfallen  mortals  wore  ncvr  seen  than  they 
were  when  they  arose  to  their  feet- 


The  handling  they  had  received  had  sobered  them  up  some¬ 
what,  and  sheepishly  they  started  to  go  out  of  the  hall. 

“Hold  on !”  interposed  Wild.  “There  are  some  seats  back 
there.  Sit  down.” 

“We  want  to  go  out,”  answered  one. 

“Sit  down,  I  say.” 

They  sat  down,  and  then  the  audience  laughed  again. 

The  manager  of  the  show  now  came  walking  up  the  aisle. 

“1  should  like  to  shake  hands  with  you  gentlemen,”  he  said. 
“You  are  just  the  men  I  would  like  to  have  around  here  to 
keep  order.  The  way  you  took  those  fellows  down  was  great. 
Why,  if  you  hadn’t  been  here  there  would  have  been  a  gen¬ 
eral  row  in  no  time  and  my  benches  and  things  would  have 
been  broken  up  and  the  stage  curtain  riddled  with  bullets.  And 
then  there  would  have  been  a  lot  of  blood  to  wipe  up.” 

“Well,  if  that  is  the  case,  I  am  glad  we  were  here,”  Wild 
replied.  “Rut  I  don’t  think  those  fellows  would  harm  any¬ 
body.  They  are  about  as  innocent  a  lot  as  I’ve  seen  in  a 
long  time.” 

“You  don’t  know  them,  young  man.  They  could  have 
started  a  general  uproar  in  no  time,  and  then  the  business 
would  have  been  done,  I  would  like  to  have  your  name,  if 
you  will  give  it  to  me.” 

“Young  Wild  West.” 

“And  your  two  friends?” 

“Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart.” 

Wild  nodded  to  them  as  he  spoke,  so  the  man  could  dis¬ 
tinguish  one  from  the  other. 

“Thank  you.  If  either  of  you  ever  want  a  favor,  come  to 
me.  I  am  Bill  Evans,  and  I  own  this  show  and  the  building 
it  is  in.  I  hope  you  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  performance, 
gentlemen.” 

lie  walked  away  with  a  bow,  and  then  the  orchestra  struck 
up,  and  a  young  woman  took  the  place  of  the  comedian  and 
sang  a  song  in  a  cracked  voice. 

But  the  song  was  a  sentimental  one,  and  it  pleased  the  audi¬ 
ence,  so  when  it  was  over  the  incident  of  the  taming  of  the 
four  roughs  was  almost  forgotten. 

But  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  keeping  a 
watch  on  the  quartet. 

They  knew  the  men  would  want  to  be  revenged,  and  there 
was  no  telling  at  what  moment  they  might  take  it  into  their 
heads  to  open  fire  on  them. 

But  they  remained  very  quiet  until  the  show  was  over. 

Then,  when  they  saw  Wild  and  his  companions  get  up  to 
go  out  they  got  up  also  and  went  out  ahead  of  them. 

The  men  had  their  horses  hitched  outside,  and  as  soon  as 
they  got  to  them  and  untied  them  they  mounted  and  rode 
off,  without  so  much  as  looking  at  our  friends. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  looked  at  admir¬ 
ingly  by  nearly  every  one  who  had  been  to  tlie  show  when 
they  started  for  the  hotel. 

But  the  four  men  who  had  left  without  a  word  were  not 
through  with  them  yet. 

It  so  happened  that  they  belonged  to  the  very  organiza¬ 
tion  Ripping  Rube  had  become  a  member  of  (hat  day. 

But  as  they  had  never  seen  Young  Wild  West,  they  did  not 
know  him  when  they  started  the  row  in  the  hall. 

But  they  knew  him  now. 


CHAPTER  V. 

KIPPING  EU11E  IN  DISGUISE. 

“Get  to  cover— quick !”  Ripping  Rube  had  shouted  when  he 
saw  Young  Wild  West  walking  along  in  the  company  of  his 
partners  and  the  boss  of  the  mine. 

“This  way,  then!”  answered  Captain  Morley.  “Here  is  a 
snug  hiding-place.” 

He  darted  across  a  small  open  space,  and  pulling  a  flat 
piece  of  rock  aside,  disclosed  the  entrance  to  a  narrow  fissure. 

Rube  followed  him  quickly,  hut  he  looked  over  his  shoulder 
and  saw  that  Young  Wild  West  was  looking  right  at  him. 

He  noticed  how  surprised  the  boy  was  when  he  saw  him. 
but  that  was  all.  lie  wanted  to  got  out  of  his  sight  as  quickly 
as  possible. 

Into  tlie  fissure  he  dashed  and  then  Morley  stepped  in  after 
him.  pulling  the  piece  of  rock  over  the  opening  as  he  did  so 

“Go  right  on  through,”  whispered  the  captain.  “They  may 
take  it  in  their  heads  to  follow  and  pull  tlie  rock  aside  If 
they  do  they  can’t  catch  us,  for  this  fissure  runs  into  a  good 
sized  cave  back  here,  which  has  an  outlet  the  other  side  of 
the  ridge.  I  found  this  place  since  we  took  the  oa \  e  a t  the 
back  of  the  cow-slied  over  at  the  Irish  l wius'  place.” 

“Maybe  it  is  a  better  place  for  us  tn  hang  out  than  (P.  r 
other  one,  then.” 
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“Yes,  when  we  get  ready  for  business  it  will  be.  Rut  just 
new  we  will  hold  our  meetings  where  you  were  initiated  to¬ 
day.  We  can  get  there  without  being  seen  by  everybody,  you 
know.” 

“Yes.  1  s'pose  that’s  so.” 

The  two  villains  laid  now  entered  the  cave  Morley  spoke 
about. 

it  certainly  was  as  big  as  the  one  they  used  for  a  meeting1 
1'iace,  and  would  be  just  what  they  wanted  if  they  hoped 
to  operate  in  a  body  near  the  mine. 

The  two  paused  and  sat  down  on  a  boulder  to  wait  for 
signs  of  pursuit  through  the  fissure. 

When  ten  minutes  had  expired  they  were  satisfied  that 
their  hiding-place  had  not  been  discovered. 

Both  were  now  in  a  jubilant  frame  of  mind. 

”1  brought  you  over  here,”  said  Morley,  “to  show  you  where 
they  are  going  to  build  the  log  building  to  stow  the  gold  they 
get  out  of  the  mine.  Castine  figures  that  inside  of  a  week 
they  will  have  a  hundred  tons  of  ore  there  all  crushed  and 
ready  to  transport  to  the  smelting  works  a  hundred  miles 
south  of  here.  My  idea  is  to  get  a  whack  at  two  or  three 
tons  of  the  stuff  that  will  pay  about  ten  thousand  to  the  ton. 
1  am  satisfied  that  there  will  be  lots  of  that  kind  hauled  out 
of  the  mine.” 

“I  wouldn’t  wonder  a  bit,”  retorted  Rube,  who  had  a  knowl¬ 
edge  of  mining  in  that  section.  “It  may  be  that  they  strike 
a  vein  of  pure  gold.  There’s  no  end  of  copper  here  in  these 
parts,  and  where  there  is  copper  there’s  always  gold.” 

“They  are  after  both  gold  and  copper,  and  they  expect  to 
find  silver,  too,  though  it  is  the  yellow  stuff  they  want.” 

“And  that’s  what  we  want.” 

“You  have  got  that  right,  Rube.  It’s  the  gold  that  we  are 
after.  They  can  have  the  copper  and  silver,  and  welcome.  We 
will  let  them  dig  the  gold  out  for  us.”  . 

Then  the  two  villains  laughed. 

It  was  a  great  joke,  they  thought. 

“By  being  at  work  there  I  can  keep  a  pretty  good  line  on 
what  is  taken  out,”  went  on  Morley.  “I  will  also  find  out 
just  where  the  best  stuff  is  placed,  for  they  will  surely  keep 
the  virgin  stuff  by  itself.” 

“Yes,  if  they  are  lucky  enough  to  find  any.” 

“Oh,  it  is  there  all  right.  Castine  and  his  partners  are  not 
fools  enough  to  invest  a  whole  lot  of  money  in  machinery 
without  knowing  pretty  well  how  they  are  going  to  come  out. 
They  are  not  men  of  that  kind.  They  are  very  close-fisted, 
and  will  make  everything  count  in  this  -deal.” 

“An’  after  we  have  raided  ’em  they  kin  start  in  over  ag’in,” 
chuckled  Rube. 

“Yes.  they  will  have  that  opportunity.” 

“When  did  you  say  you  thought  we  would  be  able  to  make 
the  raid?” 

“I  don’t  know  yet,  but  I  imagine  it  won’t  be  more  than 
two  or  three  weeks  from  now.” 

“Hardly  as  soon  as  that,  I  reckon,  unless  they  happen  to 
strike  it  rich.” 

“Well,  let  us  hope  that  they  do  strike  it  rich.  It  is  for  our 
interest,  you  know.” 

Tbev  talked  and  laughed  over  the  expected  raid  for  a  while 
longer  and  then  Morley  led  the  way  to  the  exit  through  the 
cave. 

It  was  as  narrow  a  place  as  the  one  they  had  entered  and 
was  concealed  pretty  well  by  a  rank  growth  of  brambles. 

The  two  men  picked  their  way  through  the  latter,  receiving 
scratches  as  they  went. 

But  they  did  not  seem  to  care. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  reached  the  shanty  of  the  Irish  twins, 
as  Morley  chose  to  call  it.  ( 

Then  after  looking  all  around  to  make  sure  that  no  one 
was  watching,  they  went  into  the  little  bar,  and  thence  into 
the  cave. 

Only  half  a  dozen  men  were  there,  the  rest  having  gone  to 
Silver  Slope,  so  it  was  reported. 

A  few  boxes  and  blankets  had  been  bi-ought  to  the  place, 
and  as  Ripping  Rube  was  the  only  real  fugitive,  he  felt  that 
he  had  a  good  place  to  staj’. 

Bat  and  Mike,  the  twins,  though  they  were  known  to  be 
of  a  thieving  disposition,  did  not  have  the  officers  of  the  law 
a»ter  them  In  that  section,  anyway. 

The  rest  of  the  men  were  simply  those  who  were  either 
v.-.rking  at  the  new  mine,  or  expected  to  work  there. 

-  mellow  Captain  Morley,  as  he  desired  to  be  called  by  the 
jr-n.:.  look  jj  strong  notion  to  Ripping  Rube. 

probably  hn.i  uv  in  him  the  making  of  a  tool  to  be  used 
no ie  of  the  other  men  were  available. 

Rube,”  .  id  he,  alter  they  hud  ail  disposed  of  a  drink 


from  a  big  black  bottle,  “what  do  you  say  if  you  and  I  go 
to  town  to-night?” 

’file  villainous  miner  looked  surprised. 

“You  don’t  mean  that,  do  you,  cap?”  he  questioned. 

“Yes.  I  mean  it.  Yon  were  disguised  last  night,  you  said.” 

“Yes,  I  had  on  a  wig  of  long  black  hair  that  I  got  once  when 
I  was  down  in  Denver.  You  see,  I  used  to  wear  my  hair 
long  once,  an’  that’s  what  made  me  buy  it.  But  it  wouldn’t 
do  for  me  to  wear  ther  wig  where  Young  Wild.  West  would 
be  apt  to  see  me.  He  knows  that  ther  feller  that  killed  old 
Bill  Sandy  had  long  hair  an’  was  about  my  size.  Ther  wid- 
der  told  him  that,  an’  he  knows  putty  well  that  Bin  ther  man.” 

“Pshaw!  Young  Wild  West  never  saw  you  with  long  hair, 
did  he?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  get  out  the  wig,  and  let  me  see  what  it  looks  like.” 

The  miner  quickly  produced  the  article  in  question. 

“That  is  all  light,”  said  the  captain,  as  he  unrolled  it  and 
smoothed  out  the  hair.  “It  might  be  made  out  of  horse-hair, 
but  wbat's  ther  difference?  Now,  you  just  wait  a  few  minutes, 
and  I  guarantee  that  you  won’t  know  yourself  when  you  look 
in  a  mirror.” 

“What  are  you  goin’  to  do?” 

“Just  wait  a  while.  Y"ou  don’t  mind  having  some  o£  your 
beard  taken  off.  do  you?” 

“No,  I  wouldn't  care  if  it  was  all  off.” 

“Well,  just  pile  up  some  boxes  over  here  in  the  light  and 
put  yourself  in  a  comfortable  position.  I  am  going  to  do  a 
little  barbering  on  you.” 

“Good  enough.  Have  you  got  a  razor?” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  always  carry  one;  I  do  my  own  shaving.” 

“Well,  go  ahead,  then.” 

“I  will  have  to  send  to  the  shanty  and  get  a  piece  of  soap 
first.  One  of  you  fellows  run  in  and  get  it,  won’t  you?” 

A  man  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  Irish  family 
went  out  and  returned  in  a  few  minutes  with  the  soap. 

Meanwhile  Captain  Morley  had  been  working  at  the  miner’s 
beard  with  a  sharp  jackknife. 

“I  am  goin’  to  fix  you  up  to  look  like  Buffalo  Bill,”  said 
Morley  with  a  l^ugh. 

“I  reckon  I  won't  look  like  him,  ’cause  I’ve  got  a  big  red. 
scar  along  my  jawbone.  That  is  one  reason  I  let  ther  whiskers 
grow.  They  hid  it.  you  know.” 

“I  should  say  they  did.  Well,  here  goes!”  and  he  began 
to  apply  some  lather  he  had  mixed  up  to  the  face  of  Rube. 

When  he  got  it  rubbed  in  well  he  produced  a  razor  and 
strop  and  went  to  work  at  a  very  tough  job. 

But  he  seemed  to  be  an  adept  at  the  business,  and  when 
one  of  the  men  questioned  him  he  admitted  that  he  had  been 
a  barber  in  his  younger  days. 

He  spent  over  half  an  hour  on  Rube's  face,  and  in  that  time, 
he  certainly  wrought  a  big  change  in  his  appearance. 

The  villain  now  wore  a  flowing  mustache  and  an  imperial; 
his  shaggy,  reddish  eyebrows  had  been  darkened  by  a  cosmetic, 
and  the  livid  scar  on  his  jawbone  showed  up  so  glaringly 
that  his  whole  appearance  was  changed. 

“Now  for  the  wig,”  nodding  with  satisfaction  as  he  sur¬ 
veyed  the  result  of  Ins  work.  “There!  Now  look  at  your¬ 
self.  I’ll  bet  your  own  mother  wouldn’t  know  you.” 

“She  wouldn’t  for  a  fact,”  Rube  admitted,  as  lie  looked 
at  his  reflection  in  the  pocket  mirror  handed  to  him.  “Gee! 
I’d  hardly  know  myself!  Don’t  that  scar  show,  though!” 

“That  is  the  best  part  of  it  all.  if  no  one  around  here  knows 
you  have  it.” 

“There  ain't  any  one  what  knows  it  this  side  of  Arizona. 

I  lived  down  there  when  I  got  it,  an’  my  beard  has  been 
growin’  ever  since.” 

“Well,  after  you  change  a  piece  or  two  of  clothes  with  the 
men,  L  guess  you’ll  do  to  go  to  Silver  Slope  with  me.” 

“I  reckon  I  will,  cap,"  answered  Ripping  Rube,  who  was 
delighted  at  the  wonderful  change  that  bad  been  wrought 
in  him. 

“Well,”  observed  Morley,  looking  at  his  watch,  “it  is  get¬ 
ting  towards  night  now.  What  do  you  say  if  we  go  now?, 
All  the  rest  of  us  have  the  use  of  the  town,  and  you  might 
as  well,  too.!’ 

“Jest  as  you  say,  cap.” 

“All  right,  then.  Just  make  a  few  changes  iu  your  clothes 
and  take  one  of  the  horses  over  there.  By  the  way,  you  had 
better  have  your  horse  brought  in  here,  too.  lie  might  come 
in  handy  some  time.” 

“It  won’t  do  for  any  one  to  use  him  around  here.  He’s  a 
buckskin,  .you  know,  an’  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards 
would  know  ther  critter  ther  minute  they  set  eyes  on  him.” 
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“Well  have  to  put  a  coat  of  paint  on  him,”  laughed  one 
of  the  renegades. 

Doth  Mike  and  Pat  were  in  the  lean-to,  so  the  captain  sug¬ 
gested  that  they  go  in  there  first. 

He  wanted  to  see  if  the  cute  Irishmen  would  recognize 
Rube. 

They  led  the  horses  they  were  to  ride  out  through  the 
barn  and  walked  over  to  the  door  of  the  shanty. 

Before  they  could  knock  one  of  the  brothers  came  out. 

“Hello.  Mr.  Morley,”  he  said,  looking  at  the  captain’s  com¬ 
panion  in  surprise. 

“Ilow  are  you?”  retorted  Morley,  for  the  two  looked  so 
much  alike  he  could  not  tell  which  was  which. 

“I  am  putty  well,  sir.” 

“So  am  I.  Here  is  a  friend  who  wants  to  join  our  organiza¬ 
tion.  What  do  you  think  of  him?"  ,  n 

“I’m  after  tkinkin’  that  he  would  be  a  good  one  for  us,  sir, 
answered  the  Irishman,  after  he  had  inspected  Rube  from 
head  to  foot  with  a  critical  eye.  “He  do  look  loike  a  rogue, 

sir.”  .  ... 

Both  the  villains  laughed  at  this,  but  the  Irishman  did  not 

tumble. 

“Look  at  my  friend  carefully,  and  see  if  you  do  not  recog¬ 
nize  him.  He  says  he  saw  you  last  night  over  in  Dustville.” 

“Mebbe  he  did,  but  I  didn’t  see  him.” 

“Yes,  you  did,  Mike,”  said  the  miner  in  his  natural  voice. 
“You  seen  me  stick  a  knife  in  old  Bill  Sandy.” 

“Mother  of  Moses!”  ejaculated  Mike.  “Yez  don’t  mane  to 
say  that  it  is  yesilf,  Rube?” 

“That’s  just  who  it  is.” 

“Well,  how  come  you  to  be  after  changin’  so?” 

“Ther  captain  fixed  me  up  so  I  kin  go  around  ther  diggin’s 
like  ther  rest  of  you.  I’m  going  to  Silver  Slope  with  him 
now.” 

“Go  right  on.  Yez  will  be  perfectly  safe,  for  yez  own  woife 
wouldn’t  know  yez,  if  yez  had  one.” 

“I  guess  you  will  do,”  said  Morley,  as  he  mounted  his  horse. 
“If  Young  Wild  Yvfest  finds  out  who  you  are  I’ll  be  shot  for  a 
renegade,  that’s  all!” 

“I’ll  give  him  a  chance  to  look  at  me,  anyway,”  replied 
Rube,  who  was  now  getting  reckless. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  TRYING  ORDEAL. 

It  was  past  six  o’clock  when  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
two  partners  got  back  to  the  Silver  Star  Hotel. 

But  as  they  had  engaged  accommodations,  their  supper  was 
awaiting  them,  and  without  going  to  the  bar-room,  they  took 
a  wash  and  went  into  the  dining-room. 

It  was  not  required  that  anything  should  occur  to  whet  the 
appetites  of  the  three. 

They  were  as  healthy  as  human  beings  could  wish  to  be, 
and  that  meant  that  they  were  always  ready  to  eat  when  meal  i 
times  came  around. 

After  a  good  hearty  supper  they  felt  better,  and  when  a 
little  idle  talk  had  been  indulged  in  at  the  table  they  got  up, 
'and  putting  on  their  hats,  walked  out  into  the  bar-room,  which, 
with  the  back  room  that  adjoined  it,  was  the  place  where  the 
patrons  of  the  hotel  usually  assembled. 

There  were  six  or  seven  men  in  the  bar-room,  and  as  some 
of  them  bad  been  to  the  show  that  afternoon,  they  greeted 
Wild  and  his  companions  warmly  when  they  came  in. 

“You  fellows  are  the  best  I  ever  met,”  said  one.  “The  way 
you  handled  those  four  men  to-day  was  good  to  look  at.  I 
like  to  see  nerve  and  power  combined,  and  I  saw  it  this  after¬ 
noon  in  full  force.” 

“Don’t  flatter  us,”  answered  Wild.  “We  have  received  so 
much  flattery  in  our  day  that  we  have  learned  to  dislike  it. 
Every  one  likes  a  little  flattery  at  times,  but  too  much  of  it 
is  apt  to  make  a  person  get  tired  of  it.  Just  because  we  made 
those  four  drunken  fellows  behave  themselves  at  the  show 
does  not  say  that  we  are  anything  more  than  ordinary.  They 
picked  the  muss,  and  we  did  what  we  should  have  done— 
we  quieted  them.  We  are  strangers  in  this  town,  and  we  are 
here  to  mind  our  own  business.  If  we  are  left  alone  I  will 
guarantee  that  we  will  not  interfere  with  any  one  in  their  line 
of  duty.  We  are  going  to  help  put  in  the  machinery  at  the 
new  mine  up  on  the  ridge,  and  when  the  job  is  done  we  hope 
to  go  back  home  with  good  feelings  toward  all  the  citizens  of 
Silver  Slope.” 

This  short  speech  of  Wild’s  was  received  with  great  en¬ 
thusiasm  by  those  who  had  been  at  the  show. 

One  man  proposed  three  cheers  for  Young  Wild  West,  and 
they  were  given  with  a  will. 


Before  the  cheering  had  died  out  two  men  suddenly  stepped 
out  of  the  back  room  and  pushed  their  way  to  the  bar. 

They  were  Ripping  Rube  and  Morley. 

The  villains  had  been  in  the  place  some  time,  and  they  had 
been  playing  cards  in  the  back  room  to  pass  the  time  away. 

When  they  heard  Young  Wild  West  talking  outside  they 
concluded  to  go  out  in  the  bar-room  and  take  a  look  at  him. 

Morley  had  never  seen  him,  and  he  was  anxious  to  see  wThat 
he  looked  like. 

And  Rube  wanted  to  test  his  disguise,  ’which  was  a  natural 
one,  for  the  most  part. 

The  two  had  no  sooner  got  out  when  the  door  opened  and  in 
came  Castine  and  a  couple  of  the  men  interested  in  the  mine. 

Our  three  friends  had  not  met  the  rest  of  the  company  yet, 
so  Castine  immediately  introduced  the  two  who  were  with 
him. 

Wild  quickly  sized  them  up  as  being  a  couple  of  good  busi¬ 
ness  men,  who  had  a  very  small  knowledge  of  mining. 

While  they  were  talking  Castine  happened  to  look  around 
and  spy  Lon  Morley,  the  engineer,  who  was  to  run  the  engine 
when  it  was  set  up. 

“Ah,  Morley,”  he  exclaimed.  “Come  here  and  let  me  intro¬ 
duce  you  to  Young  Wild  West.  Mr.  West,  this  is  our  en¬ 
gineer.” 

The  two  shook  hands. 

Then  Charlie  and  Jim  were  also  introduced,  and  after  this 
Morley  remarked  that  he  "would  introduce  a  particular  friend 
of  his. 

It  was  a  daring  thing  for  him  to  do,  but  he  called  Ripping 
Rube  over  and  introduced  him  as  Mr.  Johnson. 

And  though  our  hero  shook  hands  with  the  villain,  he  did 
not  for  a  moment  think  he  was  the  murderer  of  Bill  Sandy. 

Wild  glanced  at  him,  and,  as  Morley  had  said,  the  scar  took 
his  eye  more  than  any  other  part  of  the  man’s  countenance. 

But,  at  the  same  time,  he  felt  that  he  had  seen  him  some¬ 
where  before. 

Both  Morley  and  Rube  had  been  drinking  just  enough  to 
make  them  reckless,  and  they  chatted  with  our  friends  and 
the  others  in  an  easy-going  manner.  » 

Morley  even  went  so  far  as  to  strike  Castine  for  a  job  for 
his  friend,  telling  him  that  he  had  been  a  fireman,  and  could 
answer  the  purpose  now. 

And  the  result  was  that  he  got  the  job  with  a  promise  of 
good  wages. 

The  renegades  were  certainly  working  things  nicely  to  make 
the  raid  a  success  when  they  got  ready  to  make  it. 

The  party  talked  together  over  an  hour,  and  then  It  broke 
up. 

The  next  morning  Young  Wild  West,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and 
Jim  Dart  went  out  to  the  mine  to  superintend  the  work  of 
putting  in  the  machinery. 

Of  course  there  were  men  there  to  set  it  up,  but  they  in¬ 
structed  them  where  to  place  it  by  measuring  the  distance 
between  certain  pieces  of  it,  so  as  to  make  it  so  there  would 
be  room  to  work. 

That  was  one  of  the  things  they  were  there  for. 

But  the  main  thing  was  to  set  the  machinery  going  when 
the  proper  time  came  and  instruct  the  men  how  to  -separate 
the  various  kinds  of  ore  that  came  up. 

There  was  a  big  gang  of  men,  and  the  work  started  right  in. 
Rube  worked  along  with  the  captain  of  the  renegade  gang 
and  did  not  offer  to  bother  with  Young  Wild  West. 

But  he  meant  to  settle  accounts  with  him  before  he  got 
through. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  some  of  the  machinery  was  put  in 
motion,  and  the  work  of  mining  the  gold,  silver  and  copper 
began  in  earnest  at  the  new  mine. 

The  pounding  of  the  machinery  went  on  incessantly,  and 
blasts  could  be  heard  at  irregular  intervals  during  the  days 
that  followed. 

A  gang  of  men  built  a  strong  building  of  logs  in  a  cut  near 
the  mine  under  the  supervision  of  Castine,  who  had  an  idea 
of  how  it  should  be  constructed. 

It  was  a  double  affair,  there  really  being  one  building  inside 
another. 

The  inside  one  was  of  logs,  fastened  with  iron  bolts,  which 
were  riveted  so  it  would  be  an  impossibility  to  tear  the  joints 
apart  without  using  great  force. 

The  outside  was  also  of  logs  set  together  in  the  regular  way- 
log  cabins  are  built. 

There  was  but  one  door  to  it,  and  this  was  a  massive  affair 
of  oak  and  iron,  and  the  bars  and  lock  were  such  as  could 
not  be  opened  without  the  use  of  dynamite. 

The  floor  was  three  sets  of  logs  bolted  to  one  another,  so  if 
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thieves  should  dig  under  in  the  hope  of  getting  it  they  would 
but  labor  for  naught. 

“There!”  exclaimed  Castine,  when  the  building  was  com¬ 
pleted.  ‘‘I  guess  that  will  hold  our  gold  safe  enough  till  we 
get  ready  to  ship  it  off  by  mule  trains  to  be  smelted.  I’d  like 
to  s^e  the  gang  that  would  steal  it  from  there.” 

“Thieves  sometimes  have  a  way  of  breaking  the  strongest 
bars  and  locks,”  retorted  Young  Wild  West.  ‘‘You  must  not 
depend  upon  the  strength  of  the  building  alone;  it  should  be 
guarded  night  and  day.” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  Morley,  the  engineer,  who  stood 
by.  “If  it  was  me,  I’d  have  a  man  with  a  Winchester  rifle  over 
his  shoulder  guarding  the  place  all  the  time.” 

“I  think  i  will  act  on  that  suggestion,”  Castine  answered, 
and  then  the  engineer  walked  away  with  a  peculiar  grin  on 
his  face  that  Wild  did  not  fail  to  notice. 

That  evening,  when  our  three  friends  were  eating  their  sup¬ 
per  alone  at  the  table  in  the  Silver  Star  Hotel,  Wild  brought 
up  the  subject  of  the  treasure  house,  as  it  was  called. 

“Castine  is  taking  all  sorts  of  precautions,”  said  he.  “But 
I  think  he  even  ought  to  go  further  in  that  line  than  he  has 
done.” 

“Why?”  asked  Jim. 

“Well,  I  have  an  idea  that  there  is  a  movement  on  foot 
among  the  employees  of  the  mine  to  get  hold  of  the  treasure 
after  enough  of  it  has  accumulated  to  make  it  an  object.  I 
don’t  mean  all  the  men  employed  there,  of  course,  but  a  fewr 
of  them.  There  is  Morley,  the  engineer.  I  don’t  like  that 
man,  and  the  fellow  Johnson,  who  fires  for  him,  I  wouldn’t 
trust  as  far  as  I  could  see  him.” 

“I  wouldn’t,  either,”  remarked  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “He  has 
ther  very  looks  of  a  rogue  in  him.  Sometimes  I  think  I  have 
seen  ther  man  somewhere,  but  I  can’t  call  it  to  mind  when  an’ 
where  it  was,  to  save  me.” 

“It’s  the  same  way  with  me,”  Wild  said.  “I  have  seen  lots  of 
men  with  scars  on  their  faces,  but  I  can’t  place  him  as  being 
any  of  them,  and  yet  that  scar  has  no  doubt  been  on  his  cheek 
for  years.” 

It  was  during  the  third  week  of  their  stay  on  the  Big  Divide 
that  something  occurred  to  make  things  exciting  for  our  hero, 
for  a  time,  anyhow. 

One  night,  just  before  dark,  as  he  was  walking  down  from 
the  mine,  where  he  had  been  superintending  the  change  of  a 
piece  of  machinery,  two  masked  men  jumped  from  behind  a 
boulder  and  seized  him  before  he  could  get  his  hand  upon  his 
revolver. 

Wild  was  alone  at  the  time,  and  though  he  uttered  a  cry, 
there  was  no  one  close  enough  to  hear  him. 

The  men  were  powerful  fellows,  and  they  succeeded  in  ren¬ 
dering  him  powerless  in  short  order. 

The  attack  upon  him  had  taken  place  right  at  the  spot 
where  he  gave  Castine  his  first  lesson  in  the  art  of  shooting, 
and  the  boulder  the  two  men  sprang  from  behind  was  the 
identical  one  they  had  used  for  a  target  on  that  day. 

Before  he  fairly  realized  what  they  were  going  to  do  with 
him  he  was  whisked  into  a  dark  place  and  carried  along  for 
several  feet  into  a  cave. 

The  renegades  had  captured  him! 

Though  Morley  had  been  averse  to  doing  it,  Ripping  Rube 
had  prevailed  upon  him  till  he  gave  his  consent. 

But  the  understanding  was  that  Young  Wild  West  was  not 
to  be  killed;  he  was  simply  to  be  put  through  a  course  of 
sprouts  and  then  left  on  some  wild  spot  on  the  mountain  sev¬ 
eral  miles  from  home,  with  the  warning  for  him  never  to 
bother  with  any  man’s  business  but  his  own  hereafter. 

Rube  agreed  to  this,  but  he  meant  to  kill  the  dashing  young 
prince  of  the  saddle  after  everything  else  was  done. 

He  was  really  the  only  man  among  the  renegades  who  had  a 
desire  to  take  the  blood  of  a  human  being. 

Of  course  any  one  of  them  would  be  ready  to  fight  to  the 
death  if  he  got  cornered. 

Wild  was  taken  into  the  cave  that  was  near  to  the  mine. 

The  renegades  had  taken  up  their  quarters  there  a  couple 
of  days  before. 

Captain  Morley  was  an  ingenious  sort  of  a  fellow,  and  he 
h h d.  h'-ard  so  much  about  Young  Wild  West  that  he  determined 
to  give  hirn  the  scare  of  his  life. 

ft  was  he  and  Rube  who  had  so  neatly  captured  the  boy. 

There  was  not  a  particle  of  light  in  the  cave,  and  before 
the  villain  allowed  a  lantern  to  be  lighted  he  saw  to  it  that 
WCd  war  securely  bound  and  blindfolded. 

When  this  was  done  he  lighted  a  lantern  himself,  and  then 
nro l-r.d  and  talked  to  the  renegades  present  In  whispers. 

Iiji  r«> ij.lt  waa  that  half  an  hour  later  a  mule  wagon 
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drove  up  to  the  mouth  of  the  cave  and  our  hero  was  carried 
out  and  placed  in  it. 

"Drive  around  ther  mountain  anywhere,  an’  come  back 
after  nn  hour  has  passed,”  Morley  whispered  to  one  of  the 
twins,  who  was  acting  in  the  capacity  of  driver. 

The  fellow  nodded,  and  then  the  heavy  wagon  rattled  off. 

Of  course  this  move  fooled  our  hero. 

He  certainly  thought  he  was  being  taken  awray  to  some 
place  distant  from  the  spot  he  had  been  captured  upon. 

But,  as  usual,  he  kept  very  cool. 

The  ropes  he  was  bound  with  were  so  tight  that  they  fairly 
cut  into  his  flesh. 

And  he  could  scarcely  move  any  part  of  his  body. 

Morley  had  taken  the  precaution  to  gag  as  well  as  blind¬ 
fold  him,  and  that  made  him  all  the  more  uncomfortable. 

Though  it  seemed  to  be  much  longer  than  an  hour  to  the, 
helpless  boy,  it  was  not  when  the  mule  wagon  came  to  a] 
halt  near  the  mouth  of  the  cave  again. 

He  was  lifted  out.  not  one  of  the  renegades  saying  a  word, 
and  taken  into  the  cave. 

Then  the  team  was  driven  into  a  clump  of  bushes,  so  as  to 
hide  it  from  the  view  of  any  one  who  might  be  passing. 

Morley  had  made  great  preparations  to  put  Young  Wild! 
West  through  a  course  of  sprouts. 

In  addition  to  the  swinging  ax  trick,  he  had  procured  a, 
young  goat  from  one  of  the  Irish  twins,  and  just  as  Wild! 
was  placed  upon  his  back  on  the  floor  of  the  cave  the  ani-i 
mal  was  shot. 

“Ha!  you  fool,  you  have  have  shot  one  of  your  own  brothers, 
instead  of  the  prisoner!”  cried  Morley,  in  a  fair  stage  voice.! 
“You  shall  die  for  that,  and  the  prisoner  shall  be  the  one 
to  kill  you!” 

Then  for  the  qext  five  minutes  there  was  a  lot  of  confusion 
in  the  place,  during  which  time  the  carcass  of  the  dead! 
goat  was  rigged  up  in  the  clothing  of  a  man. 

This  was  then  laid  behind  a  couple  of  boxes,  so  all  that, 
could  be  seen  was  what  looked  like  the  body  of  a  man  from 
the  neck  down  to  the  loins. 

When  all  was  in  readiness  the  rays  of  a  bull’s-eye  lantern, 
was  turned  upon  the  body,  and  Wild  was  lifted  to  his  feet. 

“Cut  the  prisoner’s  bonds  and  remove  the  gag  and  blind-t 
fold!”  commanded  Morley,  disguising  his  voice  so  well  that 
our  hero  could  not  recognize  it. 

He  was  obeyed  instantly,  and  then,  as  our  hero  opened' 
bis  eyes  he  saw  a  circle  of  masked  men  standing  aroundi 
him,  each  one  of  whom  had  a  cocked  revolver  leveled  at' 
him. 

“Young  Wild  West,”  said  Morley,  “you  have  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  men  who  hate  you  worse  than  poison.  There, 
are  some  standing  before  you  that  have  been  forced  to  leavej 
towns  and  quit  business  on  your  account.  It  may  seenn 
strange  that  so  many  men  who  knew  you  in  other  places! 
should  be  gathered  here  to-night  to  get  their  revenge  upon 
you,  but  such  is  the  case.  It  has  been  voted  that  you  die.i 
but  I,  the  leader  of  this  powerful  band  of  men,  have  decided* 
to  give  you  your  life  and  freedom,  if  you  successfully  goi 
through  the  ordeal  before  you.  If  you  do  this  you  will  be! 
carried  to  some  lonely  portion  of  the  Divide  and  allowed  to 
go.  Have  you  anything  to  say  before  we  begin?” 

“I  don’t  know  as  there  will  be  much  use  in  me  saying 
anything,”  the  hoy  retorted,  with  surprising  coolness.  “Youj 
caught  me  napping,  and  I  suppose  I  have  got  to  suffer  for 
it.  It  is  not  the  first  time  that  I  have  been  in  the  hands  of] 
a  gang  like  this,  though,  and  I  have  always  come  out  all 
right.  I  might  say  that  I  am  not  aware  of  having  done) 
anything  against  any  one  here,  but  I  will  not  say  that  I* 
have  not.  for  I  have  always  made  it  a  point,  since  I  was  big. 
enough  to  know  anything,  to  fight  for  the  right:  to  help! 
those  deserving  of  it;  to  teach  men  to  be  honest  and  upright, 
and  to  break  tip  such  bands  of  sneaking  outlaws  as  this  of  I 
yours  seems  to  bo!  Noiv  you  can  proceed.” 

The  masked  men  looked  at  one  another  when  the  hoyj 
calmly  uttered  the  words. 

They  had  not  expected  to  hear  anything  like  this  from, 
his  lips. 

“Well,”  observed  the  captain  of  the  masked  band,  after  a 
pause,  “if  that  is  all  you  have  to  say  we  will  proceed.  Now,! 
then.  Young  Wild  West.  I  command  you  to  take  this, knife 
and  plunge  it  into  the  heart  of  the  man  whose  carelessness! 
caused  him  to  slay  one  of  his  brothers!  There  lies  your  vie-' 
tim;  proceed!” 

“I  refuse  to  do  it.”  eatne  from  the  lips  of  the  brave  young! 
Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

“Think  again.” 
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“1  have  thought.” 

“Well.  I  will  give  you  one  more  chance.  Plunge  that 
knife  in  the  breast  of  the  man  lying  on  the  floor  before  you! 
Do  it$  or  you  will  die  a  horrible  death  inside  of  ten  minutes!” 

“Fiend  that  you  are!”  retorted  Young  Wild  West,  his  eyes 
flashing,  “I  have  never  yet  taken  a  human  life  unless  there 
was  just  cause  for  it.  I  will  not  do  it  now.  If  you  will 
pick  a  man  from  your  crowd  of  masked  scoundrels  who  is 
not  afraid  to  die,  I  will  face  him  and  light  with  that  knife 
you  hold  in  your  hand,  he  to  have  a  similar  weapon.  If  you 
want  to  test  my  courage,  that  is  a  good  way  to  do  it.” 

“Y'ou  are  brave  enough  in  your  speech,  anyhow,”  answered 
Morley.  shrugging  his  shoulders.  “If  I  consent  to  do  as  you 
say,  I  suppose  you  would  expect  your  freedom,  in  case  you 
won.” 

“I  would  not  fight  under  any  other  conditions.” 

“Ah,  then  you  would  try  your  best  to  kill  one  of  my  good 
men,  when  here  lies  one  who  is  not  fit:  to  live  whom  you 
refuse  to  kill.” 

“He  is  helpless." 

Wild  surely  thought  it  was  a  man  lying  there,  so  well  had 
the  villains  carried  out  the  deception. 

“Then  vou  refuse  to  take  the  knife  and  plunge  it  in  his 
body?” 

“Yes;  I  refuse!” 

“Then  I  will  do  it  for  you!” 

As  -he  said  this  Morley  stepped  over  to  the  dummy,  and 
dropping  upon  one  knee,  raised  the  knife  and  plunged  it  into 
the  body  of  the  slain  goat. 

A  man  hiding  behind  a  rock  uttered  a  gasping',  gurgling 
cry.  and  then  a  stream  of  blood  spurted  up  from  the  carcass. 
This  was  sickening  to  Wild,  but  he  did  not  lose  his  nerve. 
“Of  all  the  fiends  I  ever  saw,  you  are  the  worst!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 

'“You  must,  not  think  that,”  was  the  reply.  “Just:  wait 
a  moment  till  I  show  you  how  T  am  going  to  put  you  out  of 
the  world.  Place  him  beneath  the  ax,  men!” 

In  a  twinkling  half  a  dozen  men  had  him  in  their  grasp, 
and  though  he  struggled  to  get  away  from  them,  they  quickly 
flung  him  upon  his  back  and  held  him  down. 

Morley  had  caused  the  heavy  axe  to  be  suspended  in  the 
same  fashion  that,  it  had  been  in  the  other  cave  when  Rip¬ 
ping  Rube  was  initiated,  and  as  a  lantern  was  held  above 
him.  Wild  saw  it. 

The  keen  edge  was  aimed  directly  for  his  throat,  and  as 
lie  looked  at  it  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  his  last  mo¬ 
ments  on  earth  had  arrived. 

The  captain  seized  the  rope  and  lowered  it  a  few  inches 
toward  the  prostrate  boy. 

“Now,  then,  Young  Wild  West,  will  you  do  what  I  tell 
you  to?”  he  asked. 

“It  depends  upon  what  i!  is,”  came  the  calm  reply. 

“Take  hold  of  this  rope.” 

The  renegades  released  his  arms,  and  Wild  did  so. 

“That  is  it.  No\y  I  guess  you  are  coming  around.  The 
rope  you  have  in  your  hand  holds  the  axe  from  dropping 
upon  you.  Now  let  me  take  it  again.” 
lie  took  hold  of  it. 

“Take  this  knife,”  and  he  handed  the  one  he  had  plunged 
into  the  carcass  of  the  goat  to  the  prostrate  hoy. 

Young  Wild  West  took  it.  for  at  that  very  instant  he  had 
resolved  upon  a  desperate  plan  of  action. 

“I  have  heard  that  you  have  more  nerve  than  most  men," 
wont  on  Morley.  “Have  you  enough  nerve  to  cut  the  rope 
and  let  the  axe  drop  upon  your  neck?  It  will  end  your  life 
and  save  you  from  the  tortures  that  are  to  come,  if  you  do.” 
“I  have  the  nerve.” 

The  reply  came  in  a  steady  voice. 

“Step  back,  men,  and  watch  him  commit  suicide.” 

Those  who  were  holding  him  upon  the  floor  released  him 
and  stepped  back. 

“Cut  the  rope!”  commanded  (he  captain  in  a  voice  of 
thunder. 

Slash! 

With  one  quick  blow,  Young  Wild  West  severed  the  rope, 
rolling  over  as  he  did  so. 

He  did  not.  notice  that  i!  was  but  a  trick,  but  immediately 
caught  Morley  about  t lie  legs  and  threw  him  to  the  ground. 

Then,  before  the  astonished  renegades  realized  what  had 
happened,  lie  was  upon  their  leader  and  had  the  knife  poised 
'to  strike  him  to  the  heart. 

“Now.  then,  you  liend!”  tried  Wild,  “if  your  men  shoot 
me  I  will  plunge  this  knife  in  you  as  I  die!” 

“Don't  shoot.,  men!”  said  Morley,  hoarsely. 


The  villain  had  found  his  match,  and  it  was  he  who  was 
now  being  tortured. 

Never  had  he  felt  such  a  grip  upon  his  throat  before. 

“Am  I  to  go  free?”  asked  Wild,  with  just  a  tinge  of  tri¬ 
umph  in  bis  voice. 

“Yes.” 

“Get  up,  then,  my  brave  captain,  and  see  that  you  keep 
your  word.” 

He  allowed  the  villain  to  get  up,  stepping  back  from  the 
circle  of  men,  who  stood  as  if  petrified  at  the  sudden  turn  of 
affairs. 

Morley  bad  been  defeated  in  his  attempt  to  put  the  boy 
through  a  course  of  sprouts,  but  lie  had  no  idea  of  killing 
him. 

In  fact,  he  bad  more  respect  for  him  than  before. 

Young  Wild  West’s  undaunted  manner  and  coolness  had 
touched  a  tender  spot  in  the  villain’s  heart. 

He  admired  him,  because  he  had  never  seen  a  man  act 
the  way  he  did. 

The  risk  he  ran  in  cutting  the  rope  and  dodging  the  axe  at 
the  same  time  was  enough  to  show  the  iron  nerve  he  had. 

“You  are  to  go  free,  Young  Wild  West,”  Morley  said 
slowly  and  deliberately.  “You  are  to  go  free,  but  you  must 
;be  blindfolded  and  taken  to  some  distant  spot,  so  you  will 
be  unable  to  locate  this  cave.” 

“Very  well.” 

“If  you  can  look  at  what  has  happened  to-pight  in  the 
same  light  as  you  would  if  you  had  been  initiated  into  a 
secret  order,  it  might  be  better  for  you.  There  is  no  telling 
but  we  may  meet  again  some  time,  when  you  will  have  the 
upper  hand.  I  think  I  am  entitled  to  a  promise  from  you 
in  return  for  letting  you  go,  especially  as  it  is  against  the 
wishes  of  some  of  my  men.” 

“What  promise  do  you  want  me  to  give?”  asked  Wild, 
just  the  least  bit  curious. 

“It  is  this.  If  my  life  should  be  in  danger  at  any  time', 
and  you  should  be  near  at  the  time,  if  I  say  to  you,  ‘Don’t 
break  your  promise!’  you  are  to  save  me  if  you  can.  Will 
you  give  that  promise?” 

‘  “Yes.” 

“Good!  1,  myself,  will  drive  you  to  a  spot  where  you 
will  be  set  at  liberty.” 

One  hour  later  Young  Wild  West  was  alone  in  tlie  dark¬ 
ness  on  the  mountainside  with  the  lights  of  the  town  far 
below  him. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WILD  DISCOVERS  THE  FLOT. 

Wild  looked  around  him  when  he  found  he  was  alone. 

True  to  his  agreement,  Morley  had  driven  out  oil  tlie 
mountain  with  him.  and  when  be  arrived  at  a  spot  that  be 
thought  was  a  good  place  he  removed  the  blindfold  from  the 
boy’s  eyes  and  bade  him  step  out  of  the  wagon. 

Then  he  told  him  that  he  expected  him  not.  to  follow  the 
wagon,  but  to  wend  his  way  to  the  town  below  as  soon  as  be 
had  a  mind  to. 

It  was  a  peculiar  sort  of  an  ordeal  Wild  had  passed  through, 
and  when  lie  bad  summed  it  up  he  was  at  a  loss  to  under¬ 
stand  it  all. 

But  here  he  was  on  the  mountain,  with  Silver  Slope  four 
or  five  miles  from  him,  and  the  only  thing  be  could  do  now 
was  »lo  walk  to  the  hotel. 

The  weapons  that  had  been  taken  from  him  bad  been  re¬ 
turned  to  him  by  the  masked  captain  of  the  renegades,  and 
that  was  one  consolation  to  him. 

After  taking  his  bearings  lie  set  out  for  the  town. 

Being  a  perfect  stranger  in  those  parts,  he  was  compelled 
to  pick  bis  way  carefully. 

But  for  the  most  part,  it  was  down-hill,  and  at  the  end  of 
half  an  hour  lie  suddenly  came  iu  sight  of  the  mice  that  was 
turning  out  so  much  gold  to  Castine  and  Ills  friends. 

All  was  silent  there,  so  lit'  kept  on  till  he  saw  ihe  treasure 
house  that  was  built  so  strongly. 

Already  there  were  many  thousand  dollars'  worth  of  gold 
in  the  place,  and  as  \\  ild  neared  it  he  listened  for  a  sound 
of  the  watchman. 

But  instead  of  hearing  tlie  steady  tramp  of  a  man  ou  guard 
the  noise  of  digging  came  to  his  oars. 

What,  could  this  mean? 

lie  knew  positively  that  there  was  in  he  un  work  done 
that  night. 

And  if  there  was  it  would  not  be  near  the  t  tea  sure  hnu>o 

“I  guess  something  is  up.”  our  hern  muttered,  -ml  Ilnu 
no  started  softly  In  the  direction  oi  tli«  sound*. 
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In  less  than  a  minute  he  saw  the  guard  walking  softly 
about  in  the  company  of  another  man.  while  the  sounds  made 
by  pick  and  shovel  went  right  on. 

The  two  men  were  talking  in  low  tones,  and  just  as  he 
was  about  to  ask  them  Avhat  was  going  on,  Wild  caught  a 
couple  of  words  they  were  saying. 

“It  will  be  dangerous!” 

Those  were  the  words  he  heard. 

“Ah!”  he  thought,  and  then  he  nodded  and  crouched  be¬ 
hind  a  small  clump  of  bushes. 

The  two  men  were  walking  right  toward  him  as  they 
talked,  and  as  he  listened  he  heard  the  other  say: 

“Yes,  it  will  be  dangerous,  but  look  what  we  will  make 
by  it.  We’ll  take  our  pick  of  what’s  there,  an’  then  be  off 
with  it  to  ther  cave.  We  won’t  be  suspected  of  doin’  it,  an’ 
when  it  blows  over  we  kin  cart  it  away  by  degrees.” 

“Yes,  but  can  we  get  at  the  gold  before  any  one  gets  here?” 

“I  don’t  see  why  we  can't.  There  will  be  fifteen  of  us, 
countin'  ther  two  that  j’ined  us  last  night.  It  will  take  half 
an  hour  before  any  one  kin  git  here  from  ther  town  after 
ther  explosion  takes  place.” 

“That’s  so,  I  suppose.” 

“Of  course,  it  will  take  that  long.  I  reckon  fifteen  men 
kin  load  three  wagons  in  that  time,  can’t  they?” 

“Yes.  but  they  want  to  load  them  in  less  than  that  time.” 

“Well,  they  kin  do  it  in  twenty  minutes  an’  be  away  long 
before  any  one  gits  here  from  ther  town.” 

The  two  men  had  now  turned  and  were  walking  back. 

Their  words  soon  became  indistinct,  but  Wild  remained 
right  where  he  was,  feeling  sure  that  he  would  learn  more 
if  he  did  so. 

And  he  was  right,  for  a  minute  later  they  came  back  to¬ 
ward  him,  and  he  could  hear  what  they  were  saying  as  they 
came. 

“It  looks  as  though  it  will  be  mighty  easy,”  the  guide  was 
remarking.  “When  does  the  captain  expect  to  blow  up  the 
building?” 

“Saturday  night  at  sunset,”  answered  the  other  man. 

“And  to-day  is  Wednesday.” 

“Yes,  three  more  days  off,  an’  in  that  time  there  will  be  a 
lot  of  them  rich  nuggets  they  started  to  dig  out  to-day.  It 
will  be  ther  biggest  haul  ever  made  on  ther  Big  Divide,  you 
kin  bet  your  boots!  Lon  Morley  has  got  a  head  on  him  that 
is  -worth  a  dozen  ordinary  men.” 

“Y’es,  he  is  as  smart  as  a  steel  trap.  I'll  admit.  But  I 
don't  like  the  fellow  they  call  Ripping  Rube.” 

Our  hero  grew  more  interested  than  ever  when  he  heard 
this. 

“Well,  I  don’t,  either,  but  Morley  says  he  is  jest  ther  man 
*  to  have  around  in  case  there  is  anything  to  be  done  that  is 
foul  and  sneakin’.  Rube  is  jest  ther  sort  of  a  man  for  that, 
you  know.” 

»  “What  are  you  goin’  to  use— the  common  blasting  powder, 

or  nitro?”  .  , 

“Xitro-glycerine.  They  are  goin'  to  plant  it  to-night,  and 
leave  ther  *end  of  the  copper  wire  to  attach  ther  wire  from 

*  ther  battery  to  jest  covered  up.  We  will  all  lay  up  among 
ther  boulders,  an’  when  ther  time  comes  Morley  will  press 
ther  button  an’  up  goes  ther  northwest  corner  of  the  log  house 
what  Castine  thinks  is  invincible.” 

“And  then  we  will  rake  out  ther  stuff! 

“That’s  it.  Morley  says  it  will  be  as  much  of  a  joke  on 
Castine  an’  ther  rest  as  it  will  be  anything  else.” 

“An’  it  will  sort  of  surprise  Young  Wild  West,  too,  won  t 
it?  He  acted  as  a  sort  of  superintendent  when  they  were 
building  the  treasure  house.” 

*  “Yes.  though  Morley  says  he  suggested  that  a  strong  guard 
be  kept  on  ther  place.  Won’t  ther  logs  go  flyin’  in  ther 

air,  though!”  . 

At  this  juncture  the  two  villains  walked  away  again,  and 
keeping  close  to  the  ground,  Mild  crept  ovei  toward  the 
building  where  the  digging  was  going  on. 

Tn  the  starlight  he  could  see  a  number  of  the  men  who 
were  working  at,  the  mine  digging  away  beneath  (he  cornel 

of  the  building.  ■ 

The  war  they  worked  showed  that  they  were  in  dreadful 

earnest,  and  in  a  hurry,  as  well. 

Fie  had  not  been  over  there  five  minutes  when  he  saw  a 

'§  man  whom  he  recognized  a*  Lon  Morley,  the  engineer,  carry 

large  tin  can  from  the  place  the  explosives  were  stored 
near  by  and  place  it  in  the  hole  t lie  men  had  finished  digging 
now. 

^  f  ,  .<■  brought  another  and  placed  it  beside  tin*  first. 

tt  row!”  thought  Young  Wild  \V<*s1.  “There  is  enough 
rj*;u  gl;  <  iLm;  there  to  blow  the  gold  thai  is  in  the  building 


over  the  mountain.  Ah!  Now  lie  is  fixing  the  copper  wire. 
Well,  it  is  a  good  thing  they  are  not  going  to  do  the  blowing 
up  to-night,  for  they  might  succeed  in  getting  away  with 
some  of  the  stuff.  But  they  would  not  all  get  away,  though.” 
and  he  looked  at  the  revolver  he  held  in  liis  hand  significantly. 

Wild  remained  there  till  the  men  got  through  with  their 
nefarious  work  and  took  their  departure. 

When  they  had  all  gone  he  stole  softly  away  till  he  got 
out.  of  sight  and  hearing  of  the  treacherous  guard  and  made 
his  way  rapidly  to  the  hotel. 

When  he  got  there  lie  found  that  both  Cheyenne  Charlie 
and  Jim  Dart  were  out. 

The  proprietor  and  Castine  sat  playing  cribbage,  as  usual, 
and  when  he  came  in  they  both  greeted  him. 

“T.  knew  you  would  come  back  pretty  soon.”  Castine  said. 
“I  told  those  chums  of  yours  not  to  be  alarmed.  They  have 
been  hunting  for  you  since  eight;  o’clock.” 

“An’  it’s  a  quarter  to  twelve  now.”  remarked  the  hotel 
keeper  with  a  yawn.  “Well,  we  will  play  one  more  game 
and  then  quit;  for  the  night.” 

“All  right.” 

Wild  turned  away  to  go  out  and  see  if  he  could  learn 
anything  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  Charlie  and  Jim. 

He  smiled  when  he  thought  of  how  easy  Castine  was 
taking  things. 

“If  he  knew  as  much  as  I  do  he  would  be  fairly  dancing 
with  alarm,”  thought  the  boy.  “Well,  it  won’t  do  to  tell  him 
too  quickly,  as  he  might  spoil  what  I  have  in  my  mind.  Those, 
fellows  have  got  to  be  caught  in  a  trap.  1  have  certainly 
experienced  a  great  night,  but  I  guess  it  has  been  all  for  the 
best,  after  all.” 

Young  Wild  West  had  not  walked  down  the  street  very 
far  when  he  met  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  riding  to¬ 
ward  the  hotel. 

“Hello,  boys!”  he  called  out. 

“Hello!”  they  answered  joyously. 

“Were  you  looking  for  me?” 

“Y’es,  we’ve  been  hunting  high  and  low  for  you,”  answered 
Jim. 

“And  you  looked  everywhere  but  the  right  place.” 

“Where  were  yon?”  o.ueried  the  scout,  as  he  dismounted 
and  grabbed  his  young  friend  by  the  hand. 

“Well,  I  think  I  have  put  in  the  queerest  of  four  or  five 
hours  of  my  life  to-night.  1  will  tell  you  all  about  it  when 
I  get  to  the  hotel.” 

“Somethin’  happened  to  you.  then?” 

“Y’es,  something  out  of  the  ordinary,  too.” 

Both  were  anxious  to  hear  all  about  it,  but  they  did  not 
press  him  further  there. 

They  knew  Young  Wild  West  so  well  that  they  never  asked 
him  to  tell  anything  until  they  knew  he  was  ready  to  tell  it. 
When  Charlie  and  Jim  had  put  up  their  horses  all  three  re¬ 
paired  to  the  big  front  room  they  occupied  together  upstairs 
in  the  hotel,  and  then  Wild  sat  down  and  related  his  ex¬ 
perience. 

He  told  them  exactly  what  had  happened,  except  one  thing. 

That  was  the  promise  the  masked  leader  of  the  renegades! 
had  exacted  from  him. 

For  some  queer  reason,  Wild  did  not  feel  like  telling  them 
about  that  just  then. 

He  might  later  on.  but  just  now  he  felt  as  though  he  would 
wait  a  while  and  see  if  he  did  meet  the  captain  again  underl 
the  circumstances  that  were  reverse  to  those  of  their  first 
meeting. 

“Ther  masked  renegades  worked  a  sort  of  a  degree  on  you, 
did  they?”  Charlie  remarked  with  wide-open  eyes,  when 
Wild  had  finished. 

“lres,  I  suppose  you  could  call  it  that.” 

“It  must  have  made  the  cold  chills  run  over  you.”  said 
Jim. 

“T  will  own  up  that  it  did  not  make  me  feel  very  pleasant.” 

“Ther  man  what  invented  that  swingin’  axe  business  must 
be  a  regular  Satan,”  ventured  the  scout,  shrugging  his  shoul¬ 
ders.  “Well,  it;  was  certainly  a  great  experience,  but,  a  si 
you  say,  it  was  a  lucky  one,  for  all  that,  for  after  you  got, 
out  you  found  out  a  plot  that  means  a  whole  lot.  Won't 
Castine  be  glad  when  you  tell  him  about  it!” 

“He  ought;  to  be,”  declared  Jim.  “I  was  of  the  opinion 
all  along  that  the  gold  they  were  storing  in  that  house  would 
be  a  temptation  to  some  one.  T  knew  one  man  could  imtl 
get  at  it.  but  a  number  of  them  can.  you  see,  for  they  would 
surely  have  succeeded  in  gel  ting  away  with  the  dust  and 
nuggets  if  Wild  had  not  accidentally  found  out  what  was  in1 
tbo  wind." 

“Well,  l>oys,  just  don't  mention  a  word  of  this  to  nu>  of! 
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the  men  who  own  the  mihe.  I  will  have  a  talk  with  Castine 
some  time  to-morrow  and  we  will  settle  on  a  way  to  catch 
the  villains  red-handed.” 

“We  won’t  say  anything,  not  till  yon  tell  ns  to,”  declared 
Charlie. 

“Of  course  not,”  added  Jim. 

“I  knew  you  wouldn’t,  but  1  could  not  help  saying  that 
just  then.  You  see,  I  am  a  little  puzzled  as  to  how  we  will 
.proceed  to  catch  the  raiders  in  a  trap.  I’ll  think  of  a  way 
'before  I  go  to  sleep,  though.” 

They  turned  in  a  little  late  that  night,  but  the  next  morn¬ 
ing  the  three  were  up  as  early  as  usual. 

Wild  had  thought  of  a  way  to  trap  the  raiders,  but  he 
thought  he  would  have  a  talk  with  Castine  first. 

It  was  not  until  noon  that  he  got  a  good  chance  to  talk  to 
|the  head  of  the  mine  owners,  and  when  he  got  him  all  alone 
Wild  said: 

“Something  is  going  to  happen  Saturday  night  at  sunset, 
Mr.  Castine.” 

“What  is  it?"  asked  the  man  in  surprise. 

“Fifteen  renegades  are  going  to  raid  the  treasure  house 
and  carry  away  the  dust  and  nuggets  stored  there.” 

“What!”  and  Castine  acted  as  though  he  was  going  to 
have  a  fit. 

“That  is  right.  Listen,  and  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it,” 
and  he  did  so. 

Castine  turned  all  colors,  but  he  soon  cooled  down. 

“Advise  me  what  to  do  iri  the  matter,”  he  said. 

“I, will,  but  I  want  my  way  about  it.” 

“You  can  have  it.  I  will  leave  it  all  to  you.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  TRAP  IS  SET. 

“I  believe  every  word  you  have  told  me,  Wild,”  said  Cas¬ 
tine.  “And.  as  I  said,  I  will  leave  it  all  to  you.” 

“Well,  then,  I  will  tell  you  what  my  idea  is.  We  will  cut 
the  wire  the  villains  lay  and  then  lay  another  wire  which 
we  will  attach  to  a  small  can  of  nitro-glycerine  and  bury  it 
far  enough  from  the  building  so  as  to  not  damage  it.  Then 
you  and  I  will  take  a  battery  and  lie  low  till  exactly  sunset, 
as  I  understand  that  that  is  the  time  they  intend  to  blow 
up  the  treasure  house.  We  will  connect  the  cut  wire  with 
another  where  some  powder  has  been  spi'inkled.  and  when 
we  see  the  flash  we  will  press  our  button.  When  the  report 
sounds  the  raiders  will  rush  down  upon  the  building,  think¬ 
ing  they  have  blown  it  apart.” 

“I  see!”  exclaimed  Castine  excitedly.  “What  then?” 

“We  will  have  enough  men  hiding  around  to  rush  upon 
them  and  capture  them  in  short  order.” 

“Good!  That  is  an  excellent  plan.  You  will  arrange  it 
so  when  the  villains  press  the  button  the  powder  will  flash 
ns  a  signal  for  us.  Then  one  of  us  will  press  a  button  th 
will  explode  the  small  can.  When  they  hear  the  report  the 
will  run  to  the  building,  and  then  we  have  got  them.” 

“That’s  it.” 

“Well,  you  go  ahead  and  fix  this  wire  business,  will  you? 

“Yes,  I  will  watch  them  to-night,  and  if  they  lay  the  wird 
I  will  cut  it  ns  soon  as  they  go  away  and  lead  one  over  ip, 
the  hollow  over  there.” 

“Well,  you  can  find  all  the  wire  you  want  in  the  shop,  t 
iwill  bring  the  battery  around  Saturday  noon,  so  we  will 
have  it  ready.”  . 

This  being  understood,  things  went  along  the  same  as 
usual  that  day. 

But  as  soon  ns  it  was  dark  that  night  Young  Wild  West 
set  out  for  the  vicinity  of  the  treasure  house. 

He  got  there  just  in  time  to  hear  the  treacherous  guard 
conversing  with  one  of  the  raiders. 

As  lie  caught  his  voice  he  recognized  the  fellow  as  Morley. 

“I  wouldn’t  trust  anybody  else  to  do  this.”  he  heard  him 
say.  “It  is  fine  work,  this  explosion  business.  I  will  lay 
the  wire  right  to  the  cave,  and  Saturday  night  when  we  quit 
work  I  will  smuggle  a  battery  out  of  the  shop  with  me. 
There  is  always  one  around  handy  over  there.” 

“Oh.  yes,”  replied  the  guard.  “You’ll  have  no  trouble 
about  that  part  of  it.  But  don’t  put  that  battery  to  it  till 
ther  l  ist  minute.  I  want  to  be  with  you  when  you  press  the 
button,  you  know.” 

“All  right.  You  need  not  fear  of  there  being  a  premature 
explosion.  I  know  just  what  I  am  doing.” 

'I  l  i  i  while  they  talked  Morley  began  laying  a  wire  toward 
(lie  rocks  above,  using  a  convenient  strip  of  bushes  for  the 
mirDose  of  hiding  it. 


Close  to  the  building  he  covered  the  wire  with  the  new 
dirt  that  had  been  turned  up  when  the  place  was  built. 

It  was  not  such  a  long  job.  and  in  an  hour  be  had  com¬ 
pleted  it  and  disappeared  to  Wild  knew  not  where,  for  he 
was  gone  all  at  once,  and  though  he  waited  half  an  hour  for 
him  to  appear,  he  did  not  show  up. 

Wild  now  waited  for  the  guard  to  sneak  off  and  go  to 
sleep,  as  he  believed  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing. 

He  was  right  in  his  belief,  too,  for  it  was  not  more  than 
ten  minutes  before  the  fellow  began  to  yawn,  and  then  mut¬ 
tering  to  himself,  he  went  and  sat  down  against  the  south  side 
of  the  treasure  house. 

Then  our  hero  stole  softly  with  his  coil  of  wire  to  the  strip 
of  bushes. 

From  there  to  the  hollow  -where  he  intended  to  place  the 
little  can  of  explosive  was  only  a  few  feet. 

In  ten  minutes  he  had  cut  the  wire  and  attached  a  roll  of 
paper  to  the  end  of  it. 

The  roll  of  paper  contained  about  half  a  gun-load  of  fine 
powder. 

“If  it  rains  before  the  time,  this  will  have  to  be  done 
over,”  muttered  the  boy,  as  he  crawled  toward  the  hollow. 

Fastening  the  end  of  his  coil  to  a  small  sapling,  he  trailed 
it  away  to  a  convenient  place  and  left  the  coil  lying  in  the 
grass  where  it  would  not  be  apt  to  be  seen,  as  it  was  out  of 
line  of  any  path. 

Castine  and  Wild’s  two  partners  met  him  when  he  came 
back  to  the  hotel,  and  when  he  told  them  what  he  had  done 
they  were  much  pleased. 

“That  fellow  of  a  guard  has  got  to  be  hung  before  my 
eyes  for  the  part  he  is  taking  in  the  game,”  said  Castine.  “I 
can’t  hardly  keep  from  clutching  him  by  the  throat  when  I 
see  him.” 

“And  your  engineer — he’s  a  fine  chap,  ain’t  he?”  observed 
Charlie.  “He’s  at  ther  bottom  of  it  all.” 

“He  shall  hang,  too,  and  so  shall  every  mother's  son  of 
them,  if  I  can  get  a  judge  and  jury  who  will  do  the  right 
thing.  ” 

Wild  advised  him  not  to  get  excited  over  it,  and  not  to 
say  a  word  to  anybody  till  the  proper  time  came. 

The  next  day  was  Friday  and  that  noon  the  owners  of 
the  mine  and  our  friends  held  a  consultation  as  to  the  best 
way  to  proceed. 

On  the  advice  of  Wild  it  was  decided  to  get  the  men  they 
needed  to  capture  the  villains  with  from  outsiders. 

It  was  hard  to  tell  which  of  the  employees  were  not  con¬ 
nected  with  the  renegade  band. 

Our  hero  had  intended  to  make  a  search  for  the  masked 
band’s  headquarters  before  this,  just  for  the  sake  of  locat¬ 
ing  it. 

But  the  proposed  raid  on  the  treasure  house  gave  him  all 
he  wanted  to  do  just  now. 

A guard  spoke  to  them  pleasantly  and  they  answered  and 
were  in  some  ivav  connected  -with  the  men  who  were  going- 
to  make  the  raid. 

When  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  heard  one  of  them 
talking  to  Ripping  Rube  he  made  up  his  mind  that  it  was 
more  than  probable  that  he  was  a  member  of  the  masked 
band  of  renegades,  and  that  be  was  keeping  close  in  tlieir 
headquarters.  . 

WITT  had'  no  idea  that  the  headquarters  of  the  villains  was 
so  near  the  treasure  house. 

They  had  deceived  him  badly  when  they  carted  him  around 
n  the  mule  wagon  for  so  long  a  time. 

But  he  was  going  to  be  surprised  considerably  before  the 
[aid  of  the  renegades  was  finished. 
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TIIE  IRISH  TWINS  ARE  TAVGIIT  A  LESSON*. 

Friday  night,  shortly  after  dark,  the  man  who  was  guard¬ 
ing  the  treasure  house,  or.  rather,  the  mau  who  was  hired  to 
guard  it  but  was  making  a  traitor  of  himself,  while  walking 
a  little  off  his  beat,  caught  his  foot  in  something  and  tripped. 

He  at  once  thought  of  the  wire  Morley  had  laid,  and  lie 
promptly  struck  a  match  to  investigate. 

Sure  enough,  he  found  the  broken  end  of  a  wire  on  the 
ground,  and  he  grew  very  nervous  when  he  saw  it. 

“Pshaw!”  he  muttered.  “I  guess  I  kin  fix  it  without 
waitin’  for  Morley  to  come  along,  an'  lie  may  not  come  around 
to-night,  anyhow.  1  wonder  where  the  other  end  is?  F\e 
only  got  to  twist  the  two  ends  together,  anyhow.” 

Then  he  began  to  search  around  through  the  hu*h«  <  in  the 
darkness  for  the  other  piece. 
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After  awhile  he  found  It,  or  rather  thought  he  did,  and 
twisted  the  two  ends  tightly  together. 

•‘There:’’  he  exclaimed.  “That  is  just  as  good  as  it  vras 
before,  an’  Morley  won't  know  that  it  was  ever  broke.” 

The  guard  was  unaware  of  the  fact  that  while  he  was  fool¬ 
ing  so  long  with  the  wire  he  was  making  a  sure  connection 
to  death. 

But  it  was  done  now,  and  he  would  never  be  the  wiser. 

It  was  but  a  few  minutes  later  when  Ripping  Rube  and 
the  Irish  twins  came  along. 

They  were  on  horseback  and  were  heading  for  the  town  to 
hav^a  good  time  before  the  great  raid  was  to  take  place. 

SbmehVw  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  masked  baud 
Passed  L  / 

We  will  leave  the  guard  and  follow  them.  *  /  i 

“You  fellers  must  be  putty  anxious  to  see  YT,oung  Wild 
West,  or  you  wouldn't  have  come  dowm,”  Rube  said.  “How 
was  it  that  you  wasn’t  in  ther  cave  ther  night  before  last 
when  we  had  him  there?” 

“Our  mother  was  taken  very  sick  that  night,”  answered 
Pat.  “We  thought  it  best  to  stay  in  an’  nurse  her.” 

“That’s  xoight,”  added  Mike.  “Mother’s  the  best  friend 
we’ll  ever  be  after  havin’,  so  we  mane  to  trate  her  roight 
while  she  lives.” 

Rube  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  don’t  know  whether  my  mother  is  alive  or  dead,”  he 
said.  “It’s  years  since  I’ve  seen  her.” 

“Well,  bedad!  our  mother  is  a  little  gone  in  the  head,  but 
we  love  her.  just  the  same,”  averred  Pat.  “There  is  only 
one  thing  we  would  never  do  for  her,  an’  many  a  toime  I 
have  been  after  wishin’  I  had  done  it.” 

“What’s  that?” 

“Rived  an  honest  loife. ” 

“Roight  yez  are.  Pat!”  exclaimed  Mike.  “I  am  after  bein’ 
of  that  same  opinion.” 

Again  Rube  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“You  fellers  are  gettin’  sentimental,  I  reckon.”  he  observed. 

“.Call  it  what  yez  loike, ”  answered  Pat.  “But  I’ll  give 
yez  me  word  of  honor  that  after  this  raid  to-morrer  noight 
I  am  goin’  to  give  up  bein’  bad.” 

“So  am  I,”  chimed  in  his  brother. 

“Why  don’t  you  give  it  up  before  the  raid  is  made?" 
queried  Ripping  Rube. 

“Bedad!  we  would  be  after  losin'  too  much.” 

All  three  laughed  at  this  joke  and  proceeded  on  in  silence 
till  they  reached  the  Silver  Star  hotel. 

“Here’s  where  Young  Wild  West  and  his  pards  are  stop- 
pin’,”  remarked  Rube.  “Now,  be  careful  an'  call  me  Mr. 
Johnson  when  you  speak  to  me.  That’s  ther  name  I  go  by 
here,  you  know.” 

They  assured  him  that  they  would  not  forget,  and  then 
dismounting,  they  tied  their  horses  and  went  inside. 

There  was  quite  a  crowd  in  the  bar  and  back  room,  and 
among  the  assortment  of  young  men  were  Young  Wild  V>  esc, 
Cheyenne  Charlie  and  .Tim  Dart. 

They  were  playing  n  game  of  dominoes  with  one  of  the 
members  of  the  mining  company,  and  as  they  sat.  there  at¬ 
tending  strictly  to  the  game  the  Irish  twins  had  a  good 
opportunity  to  size  them  up. 

They  took  their  time  in  doing  it.  too.  and  ;i  little  later 
when  they  walked  outside  with  Rube,  he  asked  them  what 
they  thought  of  the  young  deadslipt. 

“He’s  nothin’  but  a  boy,”  said  Mike. 

“An’  a  fool  of  a  boy  at  that,”  chimed  in  Pat. 

“Don’t  fool  yourself  on  that,”  advised  Rube,  shaking  his 
head  after  the  fashion  of  one  who  knows. 

“The  s*tories  about  how  he  kiu  toss  any  pi  an  over  his  head 
that  he  tackles,  that  I  have  been  after  bearin’  told  by  tlie 
men  in  the  mines,  are  only  dreams,”  Mike  insisted. 

“Bedad!  I  would  like  to  see  him  toss  me  over  liis  head,” 
Pat  declared. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  nothin’  more  about  what  he  kin  do  in 
that  line  than  you  do.  But  I  reckon  I  don’t  want  to  tackle 

him  face  to  face,” 

-Well,  bedad!  I’ll  tackle  him  before  1  go  home  to-night.” 

“Ho  will  I,  bejabers!” 

The  villainous  miner  said  no  more. 

The  truth  of  it  was  that  he  was  just  itching  to  see  soipe 
one  give  Young  Wild  West  a  good  thrashing— or  kill  him,  for 

tha»  matter. 

The  two  brothers,  who  looked  so  much  alike,  now'  began 
to  play  themselves  with  whisky. 

They  wanted  to  get  themselves  In  the  proper  humor. 

J » u I <c  drank  every  time  they  did,  and  pretty  soon  he  began 
l tJ  th'-rn  to  tackle  tie*  boy. 
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When  they  had  been  In  the  bar  a  little  more  than  half  aq 
hour  they  decided  to  do  so. 

Mike  led  the  way  to  the  back  room. 

The  game  of  dominoes  had  been  broken  up,  and  Wild  was 
just  rising  from  his  chair. 

“Excuse  me.  me  friend.”  said  Mike,  stepping  up  to  him. 
So  you  are  Young  Wild  West,  are  yez?” 

“Yes;  I  guess  that’s  wrho  I  am,”  was  the  reply. 

“Well,  we  are  after  worrukin’  over  at  the  new  mine,  an’ 
we’ve  heard  a  lot  about  yez,  but  this  is  ther  first  toime  wa 
have  bad  a  good  chance  to  see  yez.” 

“You  must  be  interested  in  me.  then?”  Wild  asked,  imi 
agining  that  something  was  coming. 

“Yes;  we  heard  as  how  you  could  take  up  a  man  an’  t’rowt 
him  over  yez  head.” 

It  was  Pat  who  made  this  remark,  and  there  was  a  twinkla 
in  his  eye  as  he  spoke  that  told  Wild  plainly  that  he  was  uq 
to  mischief 

“Sometimes  you  hear  things  that  are  not  true,”  our  herq 
sajd,  evasively. 

“There!”  exclaimed  Mike.  “I  knew  it  couldn’t  be  tjaafi 
ther  boy  knew  anything  about  wrestlin’.” 

“Mebbe  be  thinks  he  does,  though.” 

Then  the  two  kept  ou  talking  in  tips  strain  till  Wild  gol} 
disgusted  with  them  and  turned  to  walk  away. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  Mike,  catching  him  by  the  shoulder.  “II 
would  loike  to  try  yez  at  wrestlin’,  anyhow.” 

“Would  you?  Well,  there  you  go,  then!”  and  as  quick  as  at 
flash  the  boy  seized  him  by  the  arms  and  threw  him  over  hi.^ 
hip  so  hard  that  he  spun  completely  over  and  landed  on  bis 
back  upon  the  floor. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  with  flashing  eyes, 
“you  fellows  came  here  for  the  purpose  of  having  fun  with) 
me,  I  suppose.  If  you  haven't  changed  your  minds,  I  will 
accommodate  you  to  your  heart’s  content.  You  have  heard 
that  I  was  good  at  wrestling  and  you  think  you  can  give  ma 
a  few  points.” 

“Bedad!  I  guess  yez  are  roight,”  said  Pat,  as  he  stared 
at  his  brother,  who  was  just  getting  up  from  the  floor. 

At  this  juncture  Roby,  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel,  hurried! 
up  to  Wild  and  whispered  something  in  his  ear. 

“That’s  all  right,”  answered  our  hero.  “I  guess  I  caq 
handle  the  pair  of  them  if  they  both  come  at  me  at  one) 
time.” 

“But  they  have  the  reputation  of  being  able  to  throw  any 
two  men  who  tackle  them  jointly,”  the  hotel  man  declared, 
speaking  aloud  now. 

Mike  was  now  on  his  feet  again,  but  he  had  not  made  q 
move  to  come  any  .closer. 

“If  they  think  they  are  able  to  best  any  two  men.  I’ll) 
go  in  with  Wild,  and  we’ll  showT  you  bow  we  will  fool  thein.’l 
said  Jim. 

“No.  no!”  cried  Young  Wild  West,  whose  blood  was  nowi 
up.  “I  will  wrestle  the  pair  of  them.  I  will  give  them  each 
a  single  fall,  but  that  is  to  end  it,  as  far  as  wrestling  is  com 
earned.  They  are  as  much  alike  as  two  peas,  and  I  will  try 
to  throw  them  both  alike.  They  have  picked  on  me,  and  I'll 
see  the  thing  through  now.” 

This  was  altogether  unexpected  to  the  Irish  twins. 

Mike'S  back  ached  from  the  fall  he  had  just  experienced^ 
and  it  had  been  executed  so  swiftly  and  with  such  ease,  that 
Pat  was  just  the  least  bit  timid  about  going  in  the  contest] 

But  Wild  was.  not  going  to  let  them  back  out  now. 

He  was  just  mad  enough  to  be  ready  for  anything,  and 
he  resolved  to  give  Make  and  Pat  something  to  remember. 

What  he  was  going  to  do  he  meant  to  do  quickly  and  theq 
make  an  end  of  the  bout, 

If  ho  defeated  them  and  they  were  not  satisfied,  he  would 
show  them  something  that  they  would  not  like  so  well  as 
wrestling,  perhaps. 

“Clear  the  room!”  he  called  out,  and  the  tables  and  chairs 
were  immediately  taken  out  of  the  center. 

“Now  then,  you  get  over  there,”  he  added,  pointing  to  Mike.; 
“And  you.  other  fellow,  get  over  there.” 

He  qodded  to  opposite  sides  of  the  room  a.s  lie  spoke,  and 
pulling  off  their  coats,  tlie  twins  obeyed. 

“Since  I  am  going  to  wrestle  the  two  of  you  at  the  same 
time,  1  am  going  to  lay  down  the  rules  of  the  contest,”  1)hj| 
young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  observed.  “I  will  stand  here  in 
the  centre  of  the  room,  and  when  I  give  the  word,  you  can, 
both  run  to  me  and  grab  me  and  throw  me  up  against  the) 
ceiling,  do  yon  understand?” 

They  said  they  did. 

“All  right,  then.  When  I  count  three,  come.  One  two 
throe!”  ’ 
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Mike  and  Pat  sailed  for  him  like  a  couple  of  bulldogs, 
and  it  seemed  to  the  spectators  that  thejr  would  surely  make 
short  work  of  the  boy. 

But  that  was  where  they  were  mistaken. 

Wild  was  going  to  show  them  how  quick  he  was. 

'they  were  coming  from  opposite  directions,  and  just  as 
they  were  to  grab  him  from  both  sides  he  dropped  to  the 
floor. 

Blimp! 

The  heads  of  Iho  Irish  twins  came  together  with  awful 
■force;  for  an  instant  they  stood  upright,  and  then  gasping 
they  fell  flat  on  their  backs. 

“Gentlemen,”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  “that  winds 
up  the  wrestling  bout.” 

A  shout  of  applause  went  up  from  the  lookers-on,  and 
every  one  but  Ripping  Rube  Clapped  his  hands. 

It  was  a  great  trick  that  Young  Wild  West  had  played  on 
them,  but  it  only  served  them  right. 

It  is  not  a  pleasant  thing  to  strike  one's  head  against  a 
hard  substance  while  walking  forward,  but  for  two  rushing 
men  to  come  squarely  together,  as  they  had— well,  it  was  an 
awful  shock. 

It  was  more  than  a  minute  before  either  of  them  got  up. 
When  they  did  get  up  and  sit  on  chairs  that  were  placed 
I  in  position  for  them,  they  were  so  dazed  that  they  did  not 
know  where  they  were. 

Yo.ung  Wild  West  walked  calmly  out  into  the  barroom  as 
though  nothing  had  happened. 

“Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  Jim  Dart,  with  a  laugh,  “what 
made  you  think  of  playing  such  a  trick  as  that,  Wild?” 

“I  thought  of  it  the  moment  I  saw  them.  They  are  twins, 
and  look  so  much  alike  that  it  struck  me  that  they  -would 
act  alike.  That  is  why  I  put  one  on  one  side  and  tile  other 
ion  the  opposite.  Both  were  intent  on  getting  the  same  hold 
upon  me,  and  if  they  had  got  it  I  guess  they  would  have 
treated  me  rather  rough  for  a  while.” 

“But  they  didn’t  get  their  hold,”  chuckled  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“No;  and  I  did  not  intend  that  they  should.”  | 

“I  wonder  if  they  will  be  satisfied  now?” 

“I  don't  know,  but  I  rather  think  they  will.  The  jar  they 
'both  got  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  last  them  for  two  or  three 
days.” 

A  few  minutes  later  the  twins  came  out  with  Ripping  Rube 
and  tried  some  more  whisky. 

Wild  thought  they  were  going  to  try  some  other  game  on 
him,  but  he  was  mistaken,  for  they  walked  out,  both  rubbing 
their  heads,  as  though  sympathizing  with  each  other. 

Mike  and  Pat  had  certainly  had  enough. 

They  were  still  dazed,  and  it  was  necessary  for  Rube  to 
help  them  mount  their  horses. 

“I  never  saw  such  a  thing  done  before  in  my  life,”  ob¬ 
served  the  villainous  miner,  as  they  rode  off  in  tiie  direction 
of  the  home  of  his  companions. 

“He  fooled  us,  bedad!”  said  Mike. 

“An’  he  fooled  us  bad.”  added  Pat. 

“You  both  went  down  as  though  you  was  hit  with  a 
batterin’-ram.  ” 

“I  belave  I  -was  after  seein’  ten  thousand  stars.” 

“There  is  a  loight  flashin’  before  my  eyes  yet.  bedad!” 
It  had  been  the  intention  of  the  twins  to  go  to  the  head¬ 
quarters  of  the  renegade  band  when  they  came  back  from  the 
town,  but  they  felt  so  sore  from  the  effects  of  their  wrestling 
bout  that  they  insisted  on  going  home. 

“You  had  better  go  an’  hear  what’s  to  be  done  to-morrer 
at  sunset,”  Rube  said.  “Tlier  captain  is  goin’  to  give  us  all 
instructions  to-night,  you  know.” 

“I  can’t  help  that,  bejabers!  Me  head  aches  worse  nor  it 
was  after  doin’  before,”  averred  Mike. 

“An’  mine’s  the  same  way,”  added  his  brother. 

So  Rube  rode  as  far  as  the  lean-to  with  them,  and  then 
bade  them  good-night. 

He  then  turned  his  horse  in  the  direction  of  the  cave. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  was  there,  and  giving  the  signal,  he 
was  admitted. 

The  renegades  were  all  present  but  the  two  Irishmen. 

Rube  told  what  had  happened  to  them,  and  then  there  was 
not  a  man  present  who  did  not  laugh. 

The  four  men  who  had  been  so  roughly  handled  in  the 
concert  hall  were  there,  and  they  laughed  louder  than  any 
of  the  rest. 

They  knew  something  about  Young  Wild  West. 

“Brothers  of  our  organization  of  renegades,”  said  Morley, 
rising  to  his  feet  when  the  laughter  was  over.  “I  am  sorry 
that  two  of  our  members  are  absent.  This  is  the  last  meet¬ 
ing  before  the  greatest  raid  that  was  ever  made  on  the  Big 


Divide  takes  place.  There  is  two  and  a  half  tons  of  gold 
waiting  for  us  in  the  treasure  house  below  here.  All  we  have 
got  to  do  is  to  press  a  button  and  it  will  be  open  to  us.  I 
want  you  all  to  get  here  as  soon  as  you  can  after  quitting 
work  to-morrow.  We  must  all  go  to  work  as  usual  on  Mon¬ 
day.  too.  We  do  not  want  to  do  the  least  thing  to  excite 
suspicion  on  us.  I  honestly  believe  that  we  are  going  to  ac¬ 
complish  our  purpose  with  the  greatest  of  ease.  The  Irish 
twins  and  Dave  Forbes  will  have  the  wagons  there,  and  as 
soon  as  we  load  up  they  will  be  driven  to  the  cave  we  occu¬ 
pied  before  coming  here,  and  which  we  will  go  back  to  im¬ 
mediately  after  the  raid  is  made.  The  wagons  will  be  taken 
where  they  belong  as  soon  as  the  gold  is  dumped  from  them. 
That  will  all  be  done  before  the  owners  of  the  gold  find  out 
that  there  is  any  of  it  gone.  I  am  only  sorry  that  we  won’t 
be  able  to  take  all  that  there  is  there.” 

Then  he  gave  them  some  further  instructions  and  the 
,  meeting  broke  up  for  the  night. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  EXPLOSION. 

When  Saturday  afternoon  came  our  friends  had  all  the 
preparations  made  to  capture  the  raiders. 

Castine  felt  jubilant  and  could  hardly  wait  for  the  time 
to  come. 

Wild  had  lost  his  hunting  knife  the  night  he  was  on  the 
mountain,  so  he  cleaned  up  the  one  he  had  in  his  saddle-bags 
that  morning  and  stuck  it  in  his  belt. 

It  was  the  property  of  the  murderer  of  old  Bill  Sandy, 
and  it  struck  him  that  if  Ripping  Rube  was  lurking  around 
the  vicinity,  as  he  had  reason  to  believe  he  was,  he  might  see 
the  knife  and  give  himself  away. 

The  men  quit  work  at  five  o’clock  Saturday,  and  as  they 
were  leaving  the  mine  Young  Wild  West  and  his  clnuns  fol¬ 
lowed  them,  walking  with  Castine. 

They  had  just  reached  the  spot  where  the  wire  was  that 
Wild  was  going  to  attach  to  the  battery  to  make  tbe  ex¬ 
plosion  a  little  later,  when  Ripping  Rube  and  Morley  came 
along. 

Wild  turned  as  they  came  up.  and  the  knife  in  his  belt 
caught  the  eye  of  Rube. 

He  turned  deathly  pale  and  quickly  started  on. 

But  Wild  called  him  back,  for  iu  that  one  look  of  fear  he 
recognized  the  man. 

“Aha!  Mr.  Ripping  Rube,  so  it  took  tbe  knife  to  identify 
you.  did  it?  No  wonder  I  thought  I  had  seen  you  somewhere 
before.  I  can’t  see  why  I  was  so  blind.  Why!  You  simply 
changed  your  beard  so  that  scar  would  show,  and  are  wear¬ 
ing  the  wig  you  had  on  when  you  used  this  knife  on  old  Bill 
Sandy!” 

A  crowd  had  gathered  while  the  boy  was  saying  this,  and 
they  looked  in  astonishment  at  Rube,  whose  face  was  livid 
from  fear  and  anger. 

Morley  very  wisely  stepped  back  and  had  nothing  to  say. 

“Gentlemen!”  said  Young  Wild  West,  “there  stands  the 
murderer  of  Bill  Sandy,  the  man  who  was  killed  and  robbed 
over  in  Dustville  a  few  weeks  ago.  Here  is  the  knife  he 
did  it  with.” 

He  held  up  the  knife,  and  as  lie  did  so  an  ominous  growl 
came  from  the  men. 

They  had  all  heard  about  the  murder,  and  it  being  such  a 
heartless  and  cruel  one.  they  were  ready  to  hang  Ripping 
Rube  right  then  and  there. 

Wild  had  not  thought  they  would  do  anything  like  this, 
and  when  he  saw  some  of  the  men  grab  the  villain  and  others 
running  to  find  a  rope,  he  interposed. 

“Let  him  alone,”  whispered  Castine.  “That  fellow  is  one 
of  the  renegades,  anyhow.” 

So  Wild  said  no  more. 

A  few  minutes  later  a  rope  was  procured  and  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  a  noose  was  made  and  placed  about  the 
wretch’s  neck. 

As  they  dragged  him  away  to  a  neighboring  tree  lie  pleaded 
for  his  life,  but  it  was  no  use. 

The  angered  men  would  not  listen  to  him. 

“Confess!”  cried  one  of  them,  “and  make  your  pence  with 
your  Maker.” 

“I’ll  own  up!”  shrieked  Rube.  “I  killed  old  Bill  Sandy. 
How  Young  Wild  West  came  to  find  it  out  1  don’t  know.  I 
suppose  I’ve  got  to  go,  so  be  quick  about  it,  I - ” 

That  was  as  far  as  he  got,  for  at  that  instant  the  rope 
tightened  and  he  was  jerked  luto  the  air. 

Our  friends  turned  away,  for  they  had  no  desire  to  wit 
ness  such  scenes. 
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Half  an  hour  later  they  all  departed  hut  Morley  and  a 
few  others,  among  whom  were  our  friends. 

“I'll  cut  him  down.”  said  Morley.  “an’  see  that  lie's  buried. 
I  didn’t  know  he  was  a  murderer,  or  1  wouldn’t  have  spoke 
for  a  job  for  him.” 

lie  cut  the  body  down  and  left  it  where  it  fell. 

Then  he  bade  Wild  and  the  rest  good-night  and  left  the 
spot.  # 

It  was  getting  toward  sunset  and  Morley  had  other  busi¬ 
ness  on  hand,  besides  the  burying  of  a  corpse. 

Though  he  felt  a  little  sorry  over  the  sudden  end  of  Ripping 
Rube,  the  captain  of  the  raiders  did  not  forget  what  was 
to  be  done. 

And  Young  Wild  West  did  not  forget,  either. 

Morley  had  scarcely  disappeared  from  the  scene  when  the 
men  they  had  selected  began  to  take  their  positions  one  by 
one.  among  the  rock's  and  bushes. 

Charlie  and  dim  were  among  them,  of  course. 

It  was  decided  that  Wild  and  Castine  should  be  the  ones 
to  set  off  the  can  of  nitro-glycerine. 

A  few  minutes  before  sunset  they  were  seated  in  a  clump 
of  shrubbery  near  the  body  of  Ripping  Rube. 

Castine  had  brought  the  battery  with  him,  and  Wild 
quickly  connected  it  with  the  wire  that  lay  concealed  in  the 
grass. 

Then  from  their  place  of  concealment  they  saw  three  mule 
teams  drive  across  the  open  space  behind  the  treasure  house. 
Castine  held  his  watch  in  his  hand,  watching  the  seconds 
as  they  ticked  away. 

“It’s  time  for  the  sun  to  set!”  lie  whispered  suddenly. 
“Now.  be  ready!” 

“All  right.”  answered  our  hero.  “As  soon  as  I  see  the 
powder  flash  I  will  let  it  go.” 

But  half  a  minute  slipped  by.  and  there  was  no  flash  yet. 

Castine  nervously  arose  to  his  feet. 

“Something  must  be  wrong.”  he  said.  “I  see  some  of  the 
scoundrels  sneaking  dowii  toward  the  treasure  house.” 

“How  many  of  them,  about?” 

“A  dozen,  I  should  say.” 

“Well,  the  men  have  instructions  not  to  do  anything  until 
after  the  explosion  takes  place,  and  the  majority  of  them 
can’t  see  what  is  going  on  over  there.  When  the'  renegades 
get  close  to  the  building  I  will  press  the  button,  anyway.  It 
will  give  them  a  scare,  and  before  they  get  over  it  the*  men 
will  be  upon  them.”. 

“All  right.  I  will  tell  you  when.” 

Half  a  minute  later  Castine  cried: 

“Now!” 

As  Wild  pressed  the  button  a  deafening  explosion  rang  out 
and  the  air  was  filled  with  debris  and  the  bodies  of  the 
•treacherous  gang. 

Though  it  had  been  well  planned,  the  raid  bad  proven 
disastrous  to  the  renegades. 

But  what  was  the  surprise  of  Young  Wild  West  and  Cas¬ 
tine  when  they  saw  the  treasure  house  go  to  wreck  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye! 

They  could  scarcely  believe  their  eyes. 

"Some  one  changed  the  wire,”  said  our  hero,  shaking  his 
head  positively.  “I  am  sorry  I  pressed  the  button,  for  T 
have  wrecked  the  treasure  house  completely.” 

"Yes,"  answered  Castine,  grimly,  "and  there’s  mighty  few 
of  the  renegades  left  lo  tell  the  tale,  it  is  all  a  mistake,  1 
know,  but  J  am  satisfied  the  way  it  is.” 

The  men  who  had  been  waiting  for  the  renegade's  to  ap¬ 
pear  were  as  badly  astonished  as  Wild  and  Castine  were. 

The  trap  had  been  sprung,  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  not  in 
th  •  way  they  expected  it. 

But  they  quickly  gathered  around  the  treasure  house. 

Wild  and  Castine  soon  got  there,  and  as  they  looked  around 
they  -aw  tliar  tile  explosion  had  wrought  fearful  havoc. 

only  three  of  ihe  renegades  had  escaped  of  those  who  had 
on  grouped  there. 

One  of  these  was  badly  wounded. 

TJff*  other  two  were  quickly  made  prisoners,  and  whou 
y  found  the  jig  was  up  they  confessed  all. 

I  rani  them  Young  "Wild  West  learned  that  the  Irish  twins 
<\  another  man  had  got  away. 

'they  had  been  waiting  with  the  mule  wagons,  and  they 
\<[  been  far  enough  away  from  the  explosion  so  as  to  escape 

iliurt 

-We  want  them,  then!”  exclaimed  Castine.  “I  want  every 
r.j  who  had  a  hand  In  the  plot  to  blow  up  the  treasure 
,n-.  and  -teal  the  gold.  This  is  the  most  daring  attempt 
t<  i,1  ci  .  I  have  heard  of  in  a  long  while.  I  am  g 
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scoundrels  got  what  was  corning  to  them.” 


Wild,  Charlie  and  .Tim  at  once  started  to  find  the  men  wlu» 
had  got  away. 

“What  made  the  mine  under  the  building  explode?”  asked 
Jim  as  they  hurried  along.  “I  thought  you  had  fixed  the 
wire  so  it  could  not  be  set  off.” 

“So  I  did.  but  some  one  must  have  fixed  the  wire  again. 
1  can  account  for  it  in  no  other  way.  1  know  1  cut  the  wire 
the  villains  laid  and  arranged  it  so  it.  would  connect  with 
some  powder  and  cause  a  flash  when  Morley  pressed  the  but¬ 
ton.  Rut  no  flash  came,  and  when  I  saw  the  renegades  come 
down  I  made  up  my  mind  that  their  battery  had  failed  to 
work,  or  that  something  was  wrong  with  the  wire.  I  pressed 
the  button  that  sent  the  fiends  to  a  horrible,  but  quick,  death. 
I  did  not  know  I  was  doing  it,  though.  If  I  had  known  that 
our  wire  was  connected  with  the  mine  the  renegades  laid  I 
should  not  have  fired  it.  It  is  against-  my  principle  to 
slaughter,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  I  know  all  about  you.  Wild.  I  am  like  you  in  that 
respect.  ” 

The  rest  of  the  men  who  had 
and  assist  in  the  capture  of  the 
out  looking  for  the  fugitives, 
solved  to  get  ahead  of  them,  if 

Wild  was  following  the  wire 
he  saw  that  it  passed  in  a 
very  naturally  took  hold  of 


been  engaged  to  come  there 
men  who  had  escaped,  were 
and  our  three  friends  re- 
they  could. 

Morley  had  laid,  and  when 
narrow  crack  beside  a  rock,  ho 
the  rock  and  tried  to  move  it.. 


Much  to  his  satisfaction,  it  rolled  over,  disclosing  the  fissure 
that  led  to  the  cave  of  the  renegades. 

“Here  we  are!”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper.  “Now,  bo 
on  the  lookout  for  some  one.” 

They  pushed  on  through  the  fissure  and  the  next  moment 
stood  in  the  cave. 

At  this  juncture  they  heard  footsteps,  aud  then  a  man 
suddenly  appeared  before  them. 

It  was  the  fellow  Morley  had  spoken  of  as  Dave  Forbes. 

“Hands  up!”  said  Wild,  quietly.  “Don’t  go  to  making  a 
fuss  now.  You  are  our  prisoner,  and  that’s  all  there  is  about 
it.” 

“All  right,”  answered  the  man.  his  face  turning  the  color 
of  ashes.  “It  is  all  up,  1  ’spose.” 

“Yes,  it  is  all  up.  Where  are  the  other  two  fellows  who 
got  away?” 

“They  might  be  home  at  their  shanty,  or  in  thor  other 
cave,”  he  said  quickly  enough,  for  he  was  in  mortal  fear  of 
that  revolver. 

“Ah!  By  the  way,  Mr.  Renegade,  which  cave  was  that 
you  had  me  in  and  had  so  much  fun  with  me?” 

“This  one.” 

of  that?” 

here.  I  was  ther  feller  what 
ther  knife  in  ther  dead  goat  what 


'This  one! 
,  » 


then?”  Wild  mused  half 


Are  you  sure 
“Oh,  yes!  I  was  right 
groaned  when  Morley  stuck 
you  thought  was  a  man.” 

“So  Morley  was  your  captain, 
aloud. 

“Wild,  I  thought  you  said  they  took  you  such  a  long  ways 
in  a  wagon  before  they  got  you  to  ther  cave?”  Charlie  asked. 

Just  the  vestige  of  a  grin  came  over  the  face  of  the  prisoner 
at  this. 

“1  reckon  they  did  take  him  a  ridin’  in  a  wagon,”  he  re¬ 
marked.  “That  was  done  to  make  him  believe  our  hangout 
was  a  good  big  distance  from  ther  town.  Morley  didn’t  want 
to  kill  lroung  Wild  West:  he  jest  wanted  to  see  what  kind  of 
stuff  he  was  made  of.  Then  he  was  goin’  to  give  him  some 
good  advice  and  let  him  go.” 

“Come  on!  We  want  to  find  the  Irish  twins.  You  will 
now  take  us  to  where  you  think  they  are,’v  said  Wild,  as 
they  walked  outside. 

“Can’t  you  see  to  it  that  I  git  it  a  little  light  for  showin’ 
you  where  to  find  ther  Irishmen.  S’pose  you  was  to  recom¬ 
mend  to  Castine  an’  ther  rest  that  I  ought  to  be  allowed 
fifteen  minutes  to  git  out  of  town.” 

“Yes,”  Wild  answered,  “I’ll  do  it.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CONCLUSION. 

The  twins,  Mike  and  Pal,  had  started  to  run  the  same 
time  Forbes  did. 

They  saw  it  was  all  up  with  the  renegades,  so  they  headed 
for  the  place  they  first  thought  of,  which  was  homo. 

It  was  just  as  It  got  dark  that  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
shanty. 

Just  then  a  simultaneous  cry  of  alarm  came  from  their 
lips. 

The  shanty  was  on  fire! 
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It  was  yet  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  and  forgetting  all 
about  what  had  happened  at  the  treasure  house  of  the  mine, 
the  two  men  darted  for  the  spot. 

They  were  thinking  of  the  weak-minded  old  woman  they 
called  mother. 

On  they  ran.  neither  uttering  a  word. 

The  flames  were  coming  through  the  roof  now,  and  they 
were  looking  with  distended  eyes  for  some  signs  of  their 
mother. 

But  she  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Both  men  reached  the  door  at  the  same  time. 

Crash! 

They  burst  it  in  without  attempting  to  lift  the  latch. 

A  cloud  of  smoke  and  flame  burst  out  upon  them,  and 
staggering,  they  shrank  back. 

“Mother!  Where  are  yez?”  cried  Mike. 

But  there  was  no  answer. 

The  poor  old  woman  was  beyond  the  dark  shadow  that 
hung  over  her  so  long. 

The  body  was  found  later  right  on  the  spot  where  she  had 
rock  and  crooned  while  her  boys  were  out  on  evil  bent. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners,  with  their  prisoner, 
were  on  the  crest  of  a  little  slope  a  mile  away  when  they 
saw  the  tire. 

“That’s  either  ther  shanty  of  ther  twins,  or  ther  barn!” 
exclaimed  Forbes. 

“The  villains  have  gone  home  and  set  it  on  fire,  then,” 
said  Jinj. 

“No,  they  wouldn’t  do  that.  They’d  have  no  place  to  take 
their  mother  then.” 

“Well,  it  may  be  that  they  are  not  there,  and  that  the  place 
has  caught  fire  accidentally.  If  there  is  an  old  woman  in 
danger  of  her  life  we  ought  to  hurry.  ” 

By  the  time  our  friends  got  there  the  lean-to  was  burned 
to  the  ground. 

xVs  they  looked  around  they  suddenly  saw,  in  the  light 
from  the  embers  of  the  ruins,  two  forms  lying  on  the  ground. 

Walking  over  to  them,  Wild  leaned  over  and  saw  that  they 
were  the  Irish  twins. 

They  were  not  dead. 

“Get  up!”  he  commanded. 

Slowly  they  raised  their  heads. 

Both  were  weeping  bitterly. 

Such  a  sight  as  that  made  Young  Wild  West  tender-Jiearted. 

He  turned  away  and  left  them. 

A  few  minutes  later  Cheyenne  Charlie  went  over  to  them, 
and,  after  disarming  them,  tied  their  hands  behind  their 
backs. 

They  submitted  to  this  without  a  murmur. 

“Mother  is  in  there,”  said  Pat,  pointing  to  the  smoking 
ruins. 

“Row  did  ther  place  git  afire,  anyway?”  questioned 
Charlie. 

“We  don't  know.  We  was  after  runnin'  as  fast  as  we 
could  to  git  away  from  yez,  -when  we  sees  the  shanty  afire. 
We  run  all  the  harder,  because  wm  knowed  mother  was  there. 
When  we  got  there  the  poor  old  soul  was  burned  to  a  crisp, 
an'  wre  could  not  git  to  her.  Oh!  this  is  our  punishment  for 
not  doin’  as  she  wanted  us  to!”  and  then  they  both  began 
to  cry  and  rave. 

Our  friends  started  for  the  town  with  the  twins. 

A  few*  minutes  later  they  reached  the  town  with  the  three 
prisoners. 

There  were  those  in  the  excited  crowd  that  thronged  the 
single  street  who  were  for  hanging  the  three  at  once. 

But  Young  Wild  West  would  have  nothing  like  that. 

Wild  took  the  three  prisoners  right  to  the  hotel  with  him. 

The  landlord  was  willing  to  furnish  the  room  to  lock  them 
up  in,  so  they  were  put  in  it. 

Wild  locked  the  door  and  went  downstairs. 

ne  was  met  by  one  of  the  workmen  from  the  mine. 

“One  of  ther  wounded  renegades  wants  to  see  you,”  he 
said. 

“Where  is  he?” 

“Over  in  ther  lock-up.” 

He  followed  the  man  to  the  lock-up,  which  was  not  more 
than  a  hundred  yards  distant. 

A  man  with  a  pale  face  and  his  arm  in  a  sling  sat  on  a 
chair  in  the  little  office  at  the  entrance. 

It  was  Morley. 

“Don’t  break  your  promise!”  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 

Young  Wild  West  gave  a  start. 

“Things  have  taken  n  big  change,  It  seems.”  he  remarked. 

"Yes, ”  was  the  laconic  reply. 


“You  did  not  expect  anything  like  this.  I  suppose. 

“I  must  have  had  an  idea  that  something  would  happen, 
or  I  wouldn’t  have  said  what  I  did  to  you  the  other  nig  t, 

would  I?”  ,  ' 

“Well,  there  might  be  something  in  that.  Are  you  hurt 

badly,  Morley?”  ,  ,  ~ 

“I  am  waiting  for  a  doctor  to  come  and  cut  off  my  arm. 
But  what  is^the  use  of  having  it  done?  They  are  going  to 

lynch  us  all,  they  say.”  „  .  ,  ,  ,  . 

“Oh!  I  guess  they  won’t  lynch  you.  Go  ahead  and  let 

the  doctor  fix  you  up.  I  will  see  Castine  right  an  ay. 

Wild  walked  back  to  the  hotel. 

He  soon  found  Castine  and  called  him  aside. 

“See  here.”  he  said  in  an  earnest  tone,  “there  has  been 
enough  bloodshed,  don’t  you  think  so? 

“Well,  I  suppose  there  has.”  was  the ,  reply.  ‘Mhy  do  you 
ask  me  such  a  question  as  that,  Wild?” 

“The  terrible  mistake  to-nigbt  killed  a  whole  lot  of  lene- 

gades,  did  it  not?” 

“It  certainly  did,  but  they  deserved  it,  didn’t  they?” 

“Yes,  when  you  come  right  down  to  it,  they  did  deserve 
it.  But  don’t  you  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  give 
those  we  have  captured  a  chance  to  start  out  anew?  Suppose 
we  wait  till  to-morrow  morning,  and  then  give  them  fifteen 
minutes  to  get  out  of  town?” 

“Do  you  think  that  would  be  a  good  thing  to  do?” 


“Well,  then  it  is  up  to  you.  You  have  done  a  whole  lot 
for  us,  and  we  are  uot  going  to  refuse  any  request  you 
make.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Castine.” 

“I’ll  give  it  out  that  you  are  going  to  be  the  judge  and 
have  the  prisoners  brought  before  you  in  the  morning  and 
tried.  ” 

“Very  well.” 

Castine  did  so,  telling  everybody  who  came  in  the  place. 

The  next  morning  a  little  after  eight  Wild  sent  Jim  to 
the  room  where  the  three  prisoners  -were  confined. 

WThen  .Tim  came  back  a  few  minutes  later  he  only  had  one 
man  with  him. 

It  was  Forbes. 

“Where  are  the  Irish  twins?”  he  asked. 

“Dead,  I  guess,”  said  Forbes  solemnly. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  demanded  Wild. 

“They  chewed  each  other  loose  and  then  jumped  out  of 
the  window.  I  heard  a  splash  an’  then  all  was  still.” 

Our  friends  went  outside  and  around  to  the  side  of  the 
building  where  the-  window"  was. 

Directly  beneath  it  was  a  wide,  old-fashioned  well  with  a 
box  curb. 

As  soon  as  it  was  given  out  that  the  twro  men  had  leaped 
from  the  window  a  pole  wTith  a  hook  at  the  end  of  it  was 
brought  out. 

In  a  few  minutes  both  bodies  were  fished  out.  w 

Wild  shook  his  head  and  turned  toward  the  loek-up.  Forbes 
walking  at  bis  side. 

Morley  was  lying  on  a  cot  with  his  arm  bandaged. 

The  physician  had  taken  off  the  hand  at  the  wrist.  * 

There  wrere  two  more  prisoners,  and  when  they  were 
brought  out  Young  Wild  West  stepped  upon  a  chair  in  front 
of  the  lock-up.  and  taking  off  his  hat.  said: 

“Gentlemen,  somebody  changed  the  wires  last  night,  or  be¬ 
fore  last  night,  rather,  and  the  result  was  that  a"  whole  lot 
of  men  wTere’  blown  into  the  air  when  no  one  expected  it. 
There  are  a  few  survivors  of  that  reuegade  gang  that  planned 
to  raid  the  treasure  house  up  at  the  mine,  and  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  they  have  been  punished  enough  by 
wbat  they  saw-  last  night.  Therefore,  as  judge,  I  declare H 
that  they  shall  be  given  fifteen  minutes  to  leave  this  town, 
and  never  return  to  it.  under  penalty  of  being  shot  ou  sight!” 

A  cheer  went  up  at  this. 

Morley  aud  the  .rest  lost  no  time  iu  getting  out  of  town.  I 
and  as  the  ex-leader  of  the  renegades  went,  he  turned  and 
said  to  Wild: 

“You  did  uot  break  your  promise.” 

After  that  things  went  aloug  smoothly  at  the  new  mine 

In  a  few  days  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  went 
back  to  their  home  in  Weston,  satisfied  that  they  had  had  .1 
lively  time  of  it  while  they  were  on  the  Big  Divide.  * 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WESTS* 
MILLION  IN  GOLD;  OR,  THE  BOSS  BOY  OF  BOULDER.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


While  walking  along  the  road  leading  from  Juliette  to 
FTol_v  Grove,  Ga.,  recently,  Messrs.  J.  W.  Simpson  and 
Drew  Jackson  found  a  rattlesnake  five  feet  long.  When 
hoy  had  killed  the  snake  it  was  found  to  have  eight  rattles 
>nd  a  button,  the  rattles  being  retained  as  a  souvenir  and 
:o  substantiate  their  claim. 


Goats  kept  within  the  confines  of  Connersville,  Pa.,  must 
)e  bathed  once  a  week.  This  is  the  edict  of  Mayor  Rock- 
vell  Marietta,  following  the  prosecution  of  Harry  Rosen- 
>erg  on  the  charge  of  keeping  an  obnoxious  animal.  The 
nayor,  after  hearing  Rosenberg’s  plea,  decided  that  if  the 
^oat  must  live  within  the  city  it  shall  not  be  a  nuisance 
:o  the  neighbors. 


Acting  on  impressions  received  in  a  dream,  which  was 
*epeated  four  nights,  always  indicating  the  location  of 
’abulous  wealth,  Andrew  Kelson,  an  old-time  prospector, 
las  struck  a  ledge  rich  in  virgin  gold.  The  news  of  the 
;trange  find  has  created  a  stir  in  Anaconda,  and  a  rush  of 
prospectors  to  the  cliff  above  Flint  Creek,  Mont.,  has  also 
resulted. 


One  of  the  latest  inventions  of  war  significance  in  the 
United  States  is  that  of  Hr.  Leon  Koplowitz,  of  Han¬ 
cock,  Mich.,  who  has  devised  what  he  calls  a  “sub-sea- 
:cope.”  The  instrument  works  on  the  same  principle  as  a 
periscope,  and  by  means  of  it  a  person  can  locate  objects 
inder  water  as  far  as  ten  miles  away.  While  not  clear  at 
hat  distance,  the  objects  may  be  seen  plainly  enough  to 
listinguish  what  they  are  and  in  what  direction  they 
move. 


The  island  of  Sumatra,  now  in  course  of  development 
as  a  tea  producer,  and  reported  to  be  capable  of  producing 
heavy  yields  from  mature  plants,  has  followed  up  last 
vear’s  introductory  period  by  larger  supplies,  and  the  in¬ 
dustry  has  received  much  encouragement  from  the  ab¬ 
normally  high  values  of  the  past  year.  The  teas  have  al¬ 
ready  secured  a  “good-will”  in  the  market.  The  area  un¬ 
der  tea  now  approaches  8,000  acres,  nearly  all  of  which 
have  been  opened  out  on  the  east  coast  from  Assam  seed. 

New  York  State  produces  less  than  one-third  of  the  raw 
pnaterial  used  in  her  wood  industries.  In  spite  of  the  pop¬ 
ular  impression  that  the  introduction  of  concrete,  brick 
and  steel  is  doing  away  with  the  use  of  wood,  it  has  been 
found  that  the  State  is  yearly  using  more  wood  per  capita 
than  ever  before.  More  than  twice  as  much  wood  is  used 
pc  r  person  to-day  than  fifty  years  ago.  More  than  six 
time-  as  much  wood  per  person  is  used  in  New  York  State 
than  in  Germany,  and  more  than  ten  times  as  much  as  in 
Great  Britain. 

'1  t  vr;, on  t lie  famous  Hampton  Court  vine,  which 
j.  j  , ;  ■>•?,  r-  old.  are  now  almost  ripe,  and  wit  hi  n  a  short 
i.i, K-  -  ■"d'‘  will  be  made  with  the  cutting  of  the  fruit. 


This  year  about  200  bunches  were  left  to  mature,  after 
the  thinning-out  process  early  in  the  year,  and  these  will 
in  due  course  be  forwarded  to  the  King,  who  sends  the 
fruit  to  various  London  hospitals  and  other  institutions 
for  the  use  of  the  patients,  which  now  include  a  large 
number  of  wounded  soldiers.  Only  a  small  proportion  of 
the  grapes  is  reserved  for  use  at  the  King’s  table.  The 
grapes  are  exceptionally  fine,  and  many  of  the  bunches 
weigh  from  two  to  three  pounds  each. 


A  method  of  locking  a  nut  upon  a  bolt  in  such  a  way 
that  it  cannot  work  loose  is  the  object  of  a  patent  recently 
granted  to  William  Johnson,  of  Pittsfield,  Mass.  The 
bolt  is  the  ordinary  screw  bolt,  but  has  a  flat  edge  down 
one  side.  Upon  this  a  washer,  made  of  spring  steel,  is 
placed.  The  straight  edge  of  the  hole  in  the  washer  fits 
that  of  the  bolt,  thus  making  it  immovable.  The  surface 
of  the  washer  is  punched  with  round  bosses.  The  under 
surface  of  the  nut  is  bored  with  the  same  number  of  holes 
as  there  are  bosses  and  of  equal  size.  When  the  nut  is 
screwed  down  the  bosses  yield  under  pressure  until  the 
nut  is  driven  home,  when  they  fit  into  the  holes.  The 
nut  cannot  work  loose,  but  can  be  removed  easily  with  a 
wrench. 


Vincent  He  Cosmo,  six  years  old,  of  76  Congress  street, 
Newark,  N.  J.,  is  dead,  and  his  four-year-old  brother 
Joseph  is  in  a  serious  condition  from  drinking  whisky. 
Joseph  will  probably  recover.  Two  years  ago  he  drank  car¬ 
bolic  acid  and  had  a  narrow  escape.  The  children  were 
accustomed  to  see  their  father  put  whisky  in  his  coffee 
at  breakfast.  When  he  left  for  work  the  other  morning  he 
told  his  wife  to  sleep  late,  as  she  was  not  feeling  well. 
About  an  hour  later  Mrs.  He  Cosmo  was  awakened  by  the 
younger  son  resting  on  her  shoulder,  crying:  The  boy 
told  his  mother  he  could  not  walk  ;  that  he  and  “Jimmy” — - 
they,  called  Vincent  “Jimmy” — had  drunk  some  of  their 
father’s  whisky.  Mrs.  He  Cosmo  found  Vincent  stretched 
on  the  floor.  She  called  a  doctor,  who  pronounced  the  boy 
dead. 


The  war  has  revealed  this  country  as  the  world’s  great¬ 
est  potential  headquarters  of  materials  of  warfare.  We 
can  manufacture  not  only  more  ammunition  than  any  Eu¬ 
ropean  country,  but  more  than  all  European  countries 
combined.  England,  at  the  present  moment,  is  turning 
out  400,000  explosive  shells  a  day  and  France  200,000. 
Experts  say  that  the  United  States  can  turn  out  1,000,000 
a  day  without  utilizing  more  than  a  small  part  of  its  re¬ 
sources.  Our  largest  concerns,  such  as  the  United  States 
Steel  Corporation,  have  not  entered  the  business  on  any 
appreciable  scale.  If  this  corporation  should  turn  i  ts  fac¬ 
tories  into  ammunition  centers,  there  would  he  practically 
no  limit  to  its  products.  It  has  the  materials  in  enormous 
quantity,  it  has  shops  and  mills  almost  without  mil,  and 
it  has  the  necessary  number  of  workmen. 
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BROTHER  X 

- OR - 

THE  GOBBLERS  OF  TURKEY  NECK 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XYIII  (continued) 

‘‘Tolland  left  the  monev  with  me,3’  said  Burton  in  a  low 
voice.  “He  was  to  join  me  next  day,  and  we  were  to  go 
away  together  in  his  yacht.  That  night  I  was  robbed — 
that’s  the  night  the  mill  took  fire.  Well,  the  money  was 
never  in  my  hand  after  that  until  now.  Who  took  it  I 
can’t  say,  but  I  think  Jack  Ashmore  was  at  the  bottom  of 
it.  To-night  I  saw  some  of  his  pals,  as  I  believe.  I  call 
’em  the  Gobblers — I’ll  explain  why  later.  Well,  to  cut  the 
story  short,  I  followed  them  and  they  brought  me  to  the 
place  where  the  money  was  buried.  Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 
They  thought  the  box  was  empty,  and  threw  it  down. 
Look  here,  Ban !  Look  here  ! 

He  opened  the  lid  and  turned  the  box  upside-down. 

Nothing  came  out  and  Ran  laughed. 

“Well,  it  looks  as  though  it  was  empty,  all  right,”  he 
said. 

“Perhaps  it  is,  but  I  don’t  believe  it,”  replied  Burton 
with  a  curious  chuckle.  “Now,  Ran,  if  I  give  you  five 
thousand  dollars,  will  you  do  something  for  me?” 

“You  bet  I  will,”  cried  Ran.  “I’ll  do  most  anything 
for  five  thousand  dollars.” 

“Then  it’s  a  bargain.  While  I  stay  here  you  go  over  to 
Windhaven,  hire  the  Dora  D,  you  know,  Blakely's  yacht, 
and  come  over  here.  You  can  make  this  place  before  day¬ 
light,  and  we  will  run  over  to  Long  Island.  In  that  way 
I  can  escape  the  detectives,  but  in  no  other.  Is  it  a  go  ?” 

‘Wes.  But  the  money?” 

“Look,  bov !  There  is  a  false  bottom  to  this  box !”  cried 
Burton.  “See,  when  I  press  the  spring  it  opens,  and  see 
here !” 

He  held  up  the  box  again. 

A  drawer  had  suddenly  shot  out  of  the  side,  and  by  the 
moonlight  Ran  could  see  that  it  was  packed  closely  with 
bills,  each  one  of  those  exposed  being  for  a  thousand  dol¬ 
lars. 

“Just  as  I  supposed,”  cried  Burton  joyfully.  “I  fooled 
’em,  Ran!  The  money  is  all  here!”  . 

There  seemed  to  be  a  difference  of  opinion  between  Su¬ 
perintendent  Burton  and  Brother  D’s  “ghost,”  for  the 
ghost  had  declared  that  the  money  was  at  the  bottom  of 
Hie  bay. 

But  it  would  have  been  hard  for  Ran  to  have  believed 
Hie  ghost,  even  if  that  long-bearded  apparition  had  turned 
up  right  then  and  repeated  his  statement,  for  there  was 
the  thousand-dollnr  bills  right  before  the  boy’s  astonished 
eyes. 


CHAPTER  XIX.  c 

JACK  RECOGNIZES  THE  GHOST. 

•  Fred  Farley  was  not  the  sort  of  fellow  to  waste  any  time 
thinking  about  ghosts  once  his  first  scare  was  over,  and 
he  did  precisely  what  any  other  sensible  person  would  have 
done  under  the  circumstances,  lighted  the  lantern,  and 
went  bounding  up  the  stairs,  bursting  into  the  room  where 
he  had  left  Brother  X. 

Jack  evidently  had  not  been  disturbed  by  ghosts.  He 
had  dropped  off  asleep  again  and  lay  there  on  the  bed 
as  quietly  as  possible. 

Fred  did  not  disturb  him. 

Setting  down  the  water  pail,  he  ran  from  room  to  room, 
but  no  trace  could  be  found  of  the  strange  figure  which 
had  spoken  to  him  on  the  stairs. 

It  was  a  very  mysterious  piece  of  business  certainly. 

Fred  just  had  to  give  it  up,  because  he  could  not  do 
anything  else. 

He  went  back  into  the  room  and  found  Jack  awake  and 
sitting  up  on  the  bed  shivering  all  over. 

“Oh,  I  am  so  glad  yon  are  back  again,  Fred!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  “I  have  had  such  a  queer  dream.  It  seemed  to 
me  that  my  father  was  in  the  room  here.  Oh,  I  feel  so  * 
strange.” 

He  took  a  drink  from  the  pail  and  sank  back  on  the  pil¬ 
low,  putting  his  hands  before  his  eyes.  c 

“Your  father  is  dead,  isn’t  he,  Jack?”  asked  Fred,  tak¬ 
ing  his  place  in  the  chair  once  more. 

“No,”  replied  Jack  in  a  low  voice,  “he  is  not.” 

Fred  was  surprised.  He  had  always  heard  that  Jack's 
father  had  died  a  great  many  years  before. 

Once  Mr.  Ashmore  had  been  foreman  of  one  of  the  de¬ 
partments  of  the  cutlery  works.  From  this  position  he  I 
was  advanced  to  one  of  great  trust  in  the  office.  There* 
were  ugly  rumors  about  his  honesty  among  the  town  tradi¬ 
tions  in  Windhaven,  but  Fred  had,  as  we  have  stated,  al-  » 
wavs  believed  that  he  was  dead,  and  he  said  as  much  in 
reply. 

“I  don't  want  to  talk  about  my  father,”  said  Jack  in  a 
low,  troubled  voice.  “Tell  me  about  the  money,  Fred,  and 
how  the  Gobblers  came  to  go  there  and  try  to  dig  it  up.” 

“Ob,  that’s  easily  done,"  replied  Fred,  who  had  already  * 
made  up  his  miud  to  say  nothing  about  the  “ghost,”  and 
he  started  in  and  told  about  the  meeting  upon  the  bridge 
and  1  he  bringing  of  the  tramp  over  to  Turkov  Neck. 

Fred  was  greatly  interested. 


\ 
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^  Did  lie  give  the  whole  snap  away  when  lie  found  him- 
K  self  among  the  Gobblers  ?”  he  asked  eagerly, 
ji  That  s  u  hat  he  did,  replied  Fred.  “How  I  am  com¬ 
ing  to  the  interesting  part  of  my  story.  You  see,  as  near 
Ps  ^  e'^  make  out.  it  seems  to  have  been  a  ease  of  dog  eat 
jjldog.  That  man  Tolland  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  whole 
■bininess.  He  was  a  great  scoundrel,  and  has  probably  been 
■leiping  himself  to  the  funds  of  the  cutlery  works  for 
■years.”  • 

know  that,  replied  Jack  in  the  same  low  voice. 
J“ That’s  all  true.” 

"How  do  you  know?  What  do  you  mean  ?”  asked  Fred. 

"Go  on,”  was  the  reply.  “I’ll  tell  you  later.” 

T  red  did  not  insist  upon  an  answer,  but  resumed. 

I  It  seems  that  Burton  is  a  regular  professional  crook,” 
(■he  continued,  "and  Tolland  put  him  over  the  works  on 
Pthat  account.  The  robbery  was  all  planned  in  advance, 
and  Tolland  brought  the  money  to  the  works  and  it  was 
put  ■  in  the  office  safe.  It  was  the  payroll  for  a  month, 
and  the  dividends  which  were  to  have  been  distributed 
among  the  stockholders.  The  plan  was  that  Tolland  and 
Burton  would  go  away  in  a  yacht  together,  and  the  money 
with  them,  of  course.  To  turn  suspicion  for  the  time  be- 
;  ing.  it  was  planned  to  set  the  works  on  fire  and  let  the 
safe  be  blown  open.  Burton  arranged  with  two  of  his 
j  old  pals,  professional  crooks  like  himself,  to  do  the  job. 
These  men  had  turned  tramps,  and  were  moving  about  the 
country  with  a  gang  of  real  tramps,  of  which  my  friend 
L  Ambler  tfas  one - ” 

“And  they  made  their  headquarters  at  the  old  mill,  and 
they  were  the  fellows  who  drove  us  out!”  broke  in  Jack. 

“Right,”  said  Fred.  “It  was  all  arranged  to  do  the  job 
that  night.  They  stole  our  boats  and  went  over  to  the 
works  and  set  the  fire,  taking  Burton  with  them,  but  in 
the  meanwhile  two  of  the  tramps  slipped  away,  went  to 
Burton’s  house  and  climbed  in  by  a  ladder  we  bad  left  at 
the  window.  Something  he  said  made  them  suspect  that 
<he  was  playing  them  false  and  had  removed  all  the  money 
*fr*from  the  safe.  Well,  they  found  the  cash  box  which  we 
i  saw,  and  made  off  with  it.  They  came  back  to  Turkey 
f  Xeck  and  buried  it  where  you  saw  us  dig  it  up.  Then 
-they  moved  on  to  Providence,  and  were  arrested  there  with 
some  others  of  the  gang  and  put  in  jail.  Ambler  was  one 
of  those  arrested,  but  not  one  of  those  who  did  the  job  ;  he 
was  let  out  after  a  short  imprisonment,  and  while  he  was 
in  jail  the  two  who  stole  the  money  told  him  all.  He 
start f-d  back  for  Windhavcn,  and  probably  would  have  dug 
■  up  the  money  alone  if  he  could  have  kept  sober,  which  he 
♦  o  iidn’t.  He  seems  to  have  a  soft  heart,  though,  and  he 
I  All  for  you.  and  he  really  does  seem  to  be  honest.  For 
I  then"*  reasons,  when  lie  met  me  on  the  bridge  he  started  in 
Pr  o  tell  me  all  about  it  in  order  that  you  might  be  saved. 
Thai'-  the  wav  ho  told  the  story  to  the  Gobblers.  It’s  a 
itranyo  one,  1*11  admit,  and  the  fact  of  our  finding  the 
mem'-;.*  gone,  makes  it  all  the  stranger.  Fm  sure  I  don’t 
know  what,  to  t hi nk.” 

1  “T  -  bar'l  to  believe  that  it  is  true,”  said  Jack,  “but 

ci,  ■  del  -<■<:  the  money  on  the  table  in  Burton’s  room, 
i  ¥r<‘< -oid  we  dfd  leave  it  behind  us.” 


cutlery  works  of  twenty  thousand  dollars  years  ago.  Fa¬ 
ther  was  tempted  by  this  scoundrel,  and  then  Tolland 
turned  on  him  and  so  fixed  matters  that  all  the  blame  fell 
upon  him.  It  drove  father  mad,  and  it  killed  my  mother. 
For  years  father  was  in  an*  asylum,  and  I  often  saw  him 
there,  but  about,  a  year  ago  be  escaped,  and  lias  never  been 
captured  since.  Twice  be  has  come  to  me  in  the  dead  of 
night,  and  I  have  helped  him  with  money.  'Tolland  would 
never  let  me  be  discharged  for  fear  that  I  knew  more  than 
I  really  did,  for  actually  I  knew  nothing  of  that  old  affair, 
and — oh,  Fred !  Father!  Father!  Oh!  Oh!” 

Suddenly  a  tall  figure  stepped  inio  the  room  behind 
Fred. 

It  was  the  “ghost,”  and  it  was  also  Jack  Ashmore’s  fa¬ 
ther,  and  Brother  X,  calling  him  that  name,  sprang  up 
and  threw  himself  into  his  arms. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

BARGAINING  WITH  BURTON.  .  .  . 

Brother  X  had  made  one  discovery  and  Brother  A  had 
made  another. 

That’ Rail’s  discovery  was  of  far  greater  importance  can¬ 
not  be  denied,  for,  while  Jack  had  found  an  entirely  worth¬ 
less  parent,  Ran  had  found  the  cash  stolen  from  the  works. 

That  Ran  felt  very  large  cannot  be  denied,  either. 

There  was  a  reward  of  $5,000  offered  for  Mr.  Bart  Bur¬ 
ton’s  capture,  and  as  much  more  was  ready  for  any  one 
who  could  produce  the  stolen  cash. 

“Well,  Ran,  what  do  you  think  now?”  asked  Mr.  Bur¬ 
ton,  proceeding  to  take  out  the  bills  and  stow  them  away 
in  his  pockets.  “You  don’t  understand  this  business,  of 
course.” 

“That’s  what  I  don’t,”  replied  Ran,  “and  I'd  like  to, 
just  the  same.” 

“Well,  I’ll  explain  it  to  you,  although  I've  got  to  do  a 
little  talking  against  myself,”  said  Burton,  looking 
nervously  around.  “You  are  sure  that  you  are  all  alone 
and  that  there  is  no  one  listening?  This  is  no  job  you  are 
putting  up  against  me,  Ran  Morgan?  If  it  is,  beware! 
I  am  heavily  armed,  and  if  I  thought  you  would  betrav  me 
I  would  have  no  more  compunction  about  shooting  you 
than  I  would  about  killing  a  mad  dog.” 

Of  course  Ran  disclaimed  all  idea  of  betraying  him,  for 
he  could  do  nothing  else. 

“The  idea  is  just  this,  Ran,”  said  Burton  at  last.  “When 
I  made  up  my  mind  to — to — er — that  is  to  say,  when  1 
knew  that  this  money  was  coming  into  my  possession,  and 
that  in  order  to  handle  it  as  I  wanted  to  handle  it  I  had 
to  deal  with  a  lot  of  crooks,  I  had  this  box  made,  and  at 
the  same  time  I  bought  a  great  number  of  Confederate 
notes  which  I  put  carefully  up  in  packages;  these  I  put  in 
the  top  of  the  box,  while  I  put  the  genuine  notes  in  the 
false  bottom,  as  you  have  seen.  That  was  the  condition 
of  affairs  when  I  was  suddenly  seized  in  my  room  and  car¬ 
ried  off  by  a  gang  of  workmen  who  bad  disguised  them¬ 
selves  with  masks  representing  turkey  heads.  What  hap¬ 
pened  after  that,  1  am  not  going  into,  but  while  !  was 
away  the  box  was  stolen  from  my  room,  and  !  have  never 
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Cm  going  to  lei)  semi  it  from  that  day  to  this.” 


ttj  lathe i  helped  Tolland  rob  the 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


KILLED  HORNED  RABBIT. 

Another  horned  rabbit  was  killed  near  Roscoe,  Texas,  by 
W.  A.  Ater,  of  Roscoe.  It  was  the  second  cottontail  with 
horns  to  be  found  in  Texas,  and  leads  to  the  conclusion 
on  the  part  of  local  scientists  that  there  is  a  distinct  breed 
of  this  species. 


HOOKS  BIGGEST  PICKEREL. 

Fred  Armbruster,  of  Baraboo,  Wis.,  is  in  a  class  by 
himself  as  a  pickerel  fisherman.  Recently  he  was  out  alone 
and  caught  a  pickerel  that  weighed  forty  pounds  and  two 
ounces.  He  spent  half  an  hour  in  landing  the  big  fellow 
and  was  some  excited  during  the  operation. 


A  “MAKER  OF  RAIN.” 

Colquitt  Chambers,  of  Rossville,  Ga.,  believes  he  is  a 
rainmaker.  The  other  day  he  killed  a  large  blacksnake 
and  hung  it  up  in  a  bush.  A  shower  came  up  and  gave 
him  a  wetting  before  he  could  reach  shelter.  A  day  or  two 
later  he  mowed  some  hay,  and  this,  he  thinks,  brought  an¬ 
other  rain.  Now  people  in  every  section  are  killing  snakes 
and  hanging  them  up  and  mowing  hay  to  bring  rain. 


peasants  of  both  sexes  and  all  ages,  stretching  their  hands 
to  the  passengers  and  crying  ‘'Give  us  a  paper.’ 

“Before  the  war  the  Russian  peasant  looked  upon  a 
newspaper  as  material  for  rolling  up  a  cigarette.  Now 
he  reads  it  from  beginning  to  end.  Every  bit  of  an  old 
newspaper  is  received  as  a  crust  of  bread  by  a  starving 
beggar.” 

This  prompts  the  writer  to  urge  the  establishment  of  a 
great  People’s  Newspaper,  to  be  run  by  the  State,  not  only 
as  a  newspaper  for  the  masses,  but  also  as  a  means  of 
popular  education. 

“Russia,”  he  says,  “has  never  developed  systematically. 

All  her  progress  has  been  sudden  and  by  huge  strides. 
Peter  the  Great  started  reforming  his  nobles  not  by  trim¬ 
ming  their  patriarchal  beards,  but  by  shaving  them  off  all 
at  once. 

“The  Russian  people  stopped  drinking  not  gradually  as 
a  result  of  a  systematic  temperance  movement,  but  as  a 
result  of  a  drastic  government  measure.  Why  should  not 
a  great  State  newspaper  for  the  people,  circulated  by  the 
million,  educate  our  people  in  the  shortest  time,  instead  of  If 
a  slow  process  of  elementary  school  education?” 


ROBS  WHILE  MUSIC  PLAYS. 

Enter  the  musical  burglar.  While  a  phonograph  in  the 
home  of  Alexis  Mossey,  South  Bend,  Ind.,  was  playing  “I 
Want  to  Go  Back  to  the  Farm,”  an  enterprising  robber 
was  going  through  the  Mossey  residence  and  making  a 
rich  haul.  Two  diamond  rings,  several  watches  and  a 
quantity  of  money  made  up  his  loot.  Neighbors,  who 
heard  the  machine,  thought  the  Mossey  family  was  at 
home,  and  the  burglar  was  left  to  his  own  devices  during 
the  absence  of  the  family.  Not  until  Mrs.  Mossey  re¬ 
turned  at  a  late  hour  was  the  thief  known. 


INVISIBLE  FISHING  LINES. 

Tiie  Department  of  Commerce  has  received  a  collection 
of  fishing  lines,  illustrating  the  ingenuity  of  the  Japanese 
sporting  goods  manufacturers.  They  are  of  the  “invisible” 
sort,  and  the  makers  assert  that  they  have  proved  very 
successful.  They  are  made  of  a  very  fine  silk,  boiled  in  a 
preparation  of  -oil  and  glue  and  calendared  under  heavy 
pressure.  They  are  called  the  tegusu  lines,  and  the  silk  of 
which  they  are  made  is  from  wild  cocoons  found  in  the 
mountains. 

These  lines  are  believed  by  the  Japanese  makers  to  be 
the  strongest  and  most  successful  ever  devised  to  use  for 
large,  gainev  fish.  Secretary  Redfield  examined  the  col¬ 
lection  with  great  interest,  and  expressed  regret  that  he 
had  not  seen  them,  when  they  might  have  appeared  to  him 
more  effectively. 


PEASANTS  EAGER  FOR  WAR  NEWS. 

“So  intense  is  the  interest  in  the  war  among  the  Rus¬ 
sian  peasants.”  says  n  writer  in  the  Novoe  Vremya,  “that 
ever}'  I  rain  stopping  at  a  wayside  station  is  besieged  by 


A  "'MEXICAN  TEMPLE. 


The  most  perfect  piece  of  prehistoric  architecture  in  the 
new  world  is  the  wonderful  “mosaic  chamber,”  situated 
among  the  famous  ruins  of  the  ancient  City  of  Mitla.  30 
miles  south  of  the  City  of  Mexico.  Although  months  have 
been  spent  by  prominent  travelers,  writers  and  archaeol¬ 
ogists  in  the  attempt  to  read  the  history  of  this  old  city 
from  the  hieroglyphics  yet  visible  on  its  walls,  the  only 
tiling  known  to-day  of  Mitla  or  its  builders  of  archi¬ 
tecture  are  the  temples  and  palaces  grouped  on  a  slight 
elevation  beside  a  narrow  stream.  Even  the  name  of  Mitla 
is  of  unknown  origin. 


V 


But  while  every  structure  of  which  this  group  is  com-  ,! 
posed  is  covered  within  and  without  with  mosaics,  it  re¬ 
mains  for  the  great  hall  known  as  the  “mosaic  chamber” 
to  reveal  the  work  at  its  best.  The  marvelous  part  is  that 
there  is  not  a  single  piece  of  tile  missing  from  the  entire 


room.  These  mosaics  were  put  together  without  the  aid 
of  cement  or  mortar. 


Some  portion  of  the  ruins  of  Mitla  had  been  covered  J 
with  sand  for  unknown  centuries  when  the  Mexican  Gov^ 
ernment  began  excavating,  but  the  larger  portion  of  the 
buildings  was  above  ground,  exposed  to  the  elements. 
About  25  years  ago  one  of  the  Mitla  temples  was  torn 
down  and  a  church  built  with  the  stones.  This  the  na¬ 
tives  call  the  “nowf  church,”  although  it  is  nearly  300 
rears  old. 

Beneath  one  of  the  temples  of  Mitla  an  underground* 
chamber  has  been  found  and  under  this  i<  believed  to  be  jj 
another  subterranean  room,  which  the  Mexican  Govern-!  i 
men!  intends  to  explore,  and  archaeologists  R|  0\rr  the  I 
world  will  watch  with  intense  interest  the  oi'ortv  non  e  m 
penetrate  the  secret  of  ancient  Mitla.  | 
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SINBAD  THE  SECOND 

- OR - 

The  Wonderful  Adventures  of  a  New  Monte  Cristo 


By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XVII  (continued) 

“I  jes'  done  gib  him  his  breakfas’,  massa.” 

“Ah !  that’s  right.  Feed  him  well.  Did  lie  say  any¬ 
thing  ?” 

“Golly,  he  rabing  mad.” 

“Raving  mad,  is  he?  Well,  he’ll  cool  down  soon.” 

“  ‘You  black  t’ief,’  he  cry.  Dat’s  me,  massa.  ‘Take  me 
to  your  skipper.’  ” 

“Wants  to  see  me,  does  lie?  Very  well;  bring  him  in  at 

once.” 

Stephen  Miggs  had  entirely  recovered  from  the  fainting 
fit  into  which  he  had  fallen  on  the  previous  night,  and 
met  Sinbad  with  an  insolent  look  on  his  face.  He  was 
astonished  by  the  amazing  splendor  he  saw  on  all  sides, 
but  he  was  plainly  determined  not  to  show  it,  and  ex¬ 
hibited  complete  stolidity. 

“You  wanted  to  see  me,  Stephen  Miggs?  You  are  here; 
what  do  you  want?” 

“I  demand  that  you  put  me  ashore.” 

“Ashore!  Why,  we  are  one  hundred  miles  from  land.” 

“Then  land  me  at  the  nearest  port.” 

Sinbad  smiled  mockingly. 

“What !  lose  my  friend,  Steve  Miggs,  so  soon  after  all 
the  trouble  I've  had  to  take  him  on  a  voyage  with  me?” 

“Parbleu !”  laughed  Jacques,  “it’s  not  to  be  thought  of.” 

“You  will  suffer  for  this,”  cried  the  prisoner. 

“How?” 

“You  will  be  captured.” 

“I  think  not.  The  Avenger  can  show  a  clean  pair  of 
heels  to  any  vessel  afloat.” 

‘■The  English  Government  will  scour  the  seas  till  they 
find  von.” 

“They  will  never  find  me.” 

“Never  is  a  long  day.” 

“Granted  they  do  find  me — what  then?” 

^  Stephen  Miggs’  face  underwent  a  change.  The  thoughts 
that  flitted  through  his  mind  toned  down  the  bravado  he 
w!i-  showing. 

"Won  have  not  answered  mv  question,  Stephen  Miggs," 
said  Sinbad.  “Very  well;  i’ll  answer  it  for  you.  Now 
we‘1!  suppo-o  the  Britishers  capture  us.  It’s  not  likely, 
but  for  the  ~ake  of  argument  we’ll  suppose  it.  My  ex¬ 
planation  v. ill  hr*  a  brief  one.  I  shall  say  Stephen  Miggs 
wa*  the  steward  of  the  Swiftsure.  He  sent  five  people 
a  way  from  the  hip  ir:  midocean  in  an  open  boat.  That 
wa«  a.  iitii-r  fool  murder,  cowardly  murder.  You  will 
hang  Stephen  Miggs,  and  nothing  will  save  you!” 


The  eaptive  clutched  the  table  with  a  ghastly  look  on 
his  face  as  he  realized  how  utterly  hopeless  his  situation 
was. 

“But  who  are  you  ?”  asked  the  prisoner.  “Who  gave 
you  anv  rights  over  me?  I  have  done  no  wrong.  I  know 
nothing  of  what  you  have  said  about  the  Swiftsure  and 
the  people  who  you  say  were  murdered.” 

“We  shall  see.  You  shall  have  every  chance.” 

“You  mean  I  shall  be  tried?” 

“Yes.” 

“When  and  where?” 

“Patience !  You  shall  have  a  fair  trial,  monster  that 
you  are !  Till  then  you  are  at  liberty  to  go  where  you 
please  on  the  ship.” 

Sinbad  took  up  a  book  which  he  had  been  reading,  as  if 
to  intimate  that  the  interview  was  over. 

Steve  Miggs  waited  a  moment,  as  if  he  intended  to  say 
something.  Then  he  slunk  out  of  the  cabin  quite  crest¬ 
fallen,  a  great  contrast  to  the  bold  manner  with  which  he 
had  entered  it. 

At  the  door  he  half  turned  around  and  darted  a  glance 
full  of  hate  at  Sinbad. 

“A.ll  is  not  lost  yet,”  he  muttered.  “Take  care,  Sinbad, 
or  I  shall  kill  you!” 

The  prisoner  had  anything  but  a  pleasant  time  aboard 
the  yacht,  for,  although  no  restrictions  were  placed  upon 
him,  and  he  was  plentifully  fed,  yet  he  found  himself 
shunned  by  everybody. 

He  tried  to  get  into  conversation  with  various  members 
of  the  crew,  thinking  he  might  gain,  some  knowledge  of 
the  mysterious  boy  in  whose  power  he  was.  But  his  efforts 
were  in  vain.  None  of  the  sailors  would  talk  with  him. 

Jacques  and  Con  Cregan  watched  him  closely,  fearing 
that  he  might  make  an  attack  upon  Sinbad,  but  he  seemed, 
as  far  as  possible,  to  avoid  getting  near  his  captor.  • 

So  matters  went  on  until  the  Cape  Verde  Islands,  which 
are  situated  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  off  the  west  coast  of 
Africa,  came  into  view. 

Vessels  arc  in  the  habit  of  coaling  there,  and  it  became 
necessary  for  the  Avenger  to  take  on  a  supply,  for  her  coal 
bunkers  wore  half  emptied. 

Sinbad,  as  they  were  making  for  the  port,  found  himself 
near  Steve  Miggs.  The  latter,  although  looking  anxious, 
had  a  somewhat  satisfied  expression  on  his  face. 

“Mr.  Sinbad,”  he  said. 

“Well?” 

“We  shall  stay  here  a  considerable  time,  1  imagine.” 
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“Why?” 

“Because  the  British  Government  will  have  cabled  to  the 
authorities  to  detain  us.” 

“And  you  think  you  may  get  away?  Well,  hope  on,  if  it 
gives  you  any  pleasure.  1  have  no  misgivings.” 

True  enough,  before  the  ship  had  half  loaded  with  coal, 
a  boat  came  along,  containing  a  man  who,  from  the  gold- 
laced  uniform  he  wore,  seemed  to  be  in  authority.  He 
drew  up  alongside  the  ship,  and,  coming  on  board,  was 
conducted  to  the  cabin. 

There  a  splendid  banquet  was  laid  out,  and  Sinbad  very 
politely  invited  the  officer  to  partake. 

It  was  clear  that  the  magnificence  that  prevailed  every¬ 
where  on  the  yacht  had  made  its  effect  felt.  The  official 
bowed  low  to  the  boy  Sinbad  as  if  he  was  talking  to  an 
emperor. 

ITe  did  not  reply  for  a  moment  to  Sinbad’s  invitation, 
seeming  somewhat  confused. 

“I  came  here  on  a  very  different  errand,  sir,”  he  said. 
“In  fact,  on  a  matter  of  business.” 

“Dinner  first,”  laughed  Sinbad,  gayly.  “Afterwards  as 
much  business  as  you  please.” 

It  seemed  impossible  to  refuse  such  a  courteous  invita¬ 
tion,  so  the  official  sat  down  without  making  any  further 
protests. 

He  could  scarcely  eat  for  astonishment.  The  table  was 
loaded  with  dishes  and  plates,  most  of  them  made  of  solid 
gold,  and  the  wine,  of  which  he  was  a  judge,  was  the 
choicest  he  had  ever  tasted. 

“You  are  admiring  that  glass?”  said  Sinbad,  as  he  no¬ 
ticed  his  guest  holding  it  to  the  light. 

“Yes,  I  admit  it.  In  what  country  do  they  make  such 
beautiful  glass?” 

“It  is  not  glass,”  answered  Sinbad,  carelessly.  “It  is  a 
crystal  hollowed  out.  I  hgve  a  large  number  of  them. 
But  come,  1  don’t  wish  to  hurry  you.  We  are  alone  now; 
let  us  dispose  of  the  business  on  which  you  came  to  see 
me.” 

“Beallv,  I  hardly  know  what  to  say.  I’m  afraid  I’ve 
made  a  mistake.  I  have  received  instructions  to  look  out 
for  a  yacht  called  the  Avenger.” 

“The  Avenger!  Ah!  I  know  nothing  of  that.” 

“What  Is  the  name  of  your  vessel,  sir?” 

“The  Lady'  Claire.  You  will  see  that  for  yourself.” 

Sinbad  had  foreseen  this  visit,  and  he  had  taken  precau¬ 
tions.  The  name  Avenger  had  been  painted  out,  and  that 
of  Lady  Claire  substituted. 

“But  what  is  this  yacht  Avenger  wanted  for?” 

“The  owner  has  committed  some  great  crime  against 
the  British  laws.” 

“Ha !  na  !  Don’t  flatter  me,  but  do  I  look  like  the 
perpetrator  of  a  dreadful  crime?” 

“Xo.  no ;  but  still - ” 

“What?” 

“Your  yacht  answers  the  description  sent  me.” 

“A  beautiful  stone  this,”  said  Sinbad,  changing  the  con¬ 
versation  with  startling  abruptness,  indicating  an  immense 
brilliant  which  glittered  on  his  finger  as  he  spoke. 

“It  is  superb.” 

“Take  it,  put  it  on  your  own  finger.  You  will  be  able  to 
judge  it  better  so.”  i 


- - - - - - - - - *  ■ 

The  official  looked  at  it  covetously,  and  as  he  was  about 
to  hand  it  back  Sinbad  prevented  him  from  doing  so. 

“Oblige  me  by  keeping  it,  sir,”  said  Sinbad.  “It  seems 
to  me  it  even  looks  better  on  your  hand  than  on  mine, 
don’t  you  agree  with  me?” 

The  official,  overwhelmed  with  t lie  magnificence  of  the 
gift,  stammered  out  his  thanks. 

“How  foolish  of  me,”  he  said.  “I  was  about  to  arrest 
your  ship.  What  could  have  possessed  me  to  make  such  a 
terrible  mistake?” 

“The  best  of  men  make  them.” 

They  were  at  the  gangway  now,  and  the  visitor  bade 
Sinbad  a  cordial  good-by.  Then  he  went  off  in  his  boat. 

Steve  Miggs  was  looking  on,  and  was  surprised  at  the 
termination  of  the  visit,  the  object  of  which  he  had  sur¬ 
mised. 

“You  are  disappointed?”  said  Sinbad. 

“I  do  not  understand  it.” 

“The  explanation  is  simple.  Every  man  has  his  price.” 

That  same  night  with  loaded  bunkers  the  Avenger  was 
once  more  on  its  way. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


THE  SEARCH  EOR  THE  MANDARIN,  HUNG  LU — A  REMARKA¬ 
BLE  DISCOVERY. 

The  Avenger  sailed  on  its  long  voyage,  rounding  Cape 
Horn,  and  then  on  through  the  Pacific  in  a  northwesterly 
direction  without  any  incident  of  an  exciting  nature  to 
disturb  the  monotony  of  the  journey. 

“It’s  Eldorado  we’ll  be  seeing  soon,  masther,”  said  Con. 

<fWe  shall  stop  before  we  get  there.” 

“Shure,  an’  ye’re  not  go  in’  huntin’  for  any  more  spal¬ 
peens  ?” 

“Xo,  but  I’m  going  into  the  fate  of  our  Chinese  friend, 
Hung  Lu.  You  recollect  we  left  him  on  an  island  in¬ 
habited  by  savages?” 

“Parbleu!  if  we  find  his  bones  it’s  all  we  can  expect.” 

“I  don’t  agree  with  you,  Jacques.” 

“You  think  we  may  find  his  clothes,  loo,  because  thev’re 
not  eatable?”  *  ]%J 

“More  than  his  bones  and  his  clothes.  Hung  Lu  him¬ 
self  is  there  alive  and  well  in  my  opinion,  probably  king  of 
the  island  by  this  time.” 

“That  cannot  be.  Why  should  they  spare  him?” 

“Because  he  escaped  from  us.  They  saw  that.  We  are 


their  enemies  in  their  opinion,  therefore  Hung  Lu  is  their 


friend.” 

“Masther,  it’s  a  great  brain  ye  have,  anyway.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  maintain  I’m  right,  but  my  views  are  prob¬ 
ably  enough  to  make  it  worth  our  while  to  search  the  j 
island.  This  mandarin  is  Saul ,  Dexter  beyond  a  doubt. 
What!  do  you  think  I’m  going  to  allow  the  captain  of  the 
Swiftsure  to  escape  me?” 

“It’s  a  dangerous  job  ye’re  sett  in’  us.” 

“If  you’re  afraid,  say  so,  and  stay  behind.” 

“Is  it  Con  Oregon's  afraid?  Shuiv 
thing  in  the  world  makes  me  shake.” 

“What’s  that,  Con?” 

I  To  be  continued) 
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TRAPS  MANY  GROUNDHOGS. 

Carl  Lantis,  who  came  from  the  East  to  help  harvest 
vheat,  is  now  trapping  gophers  in  Kansas.  It  is  a  new  in- 
lustry.  He  has  taken  300  with  seventy-five  traps.  He 
ret-  live  cents  a  head  from  the  county  and  ten  cents  a  head 
horn  the  farmers.  Several  large  alfalfa  fields  have  been 
rid  of  the  pests. 


“HELLO”  GIRL'S  BRIGHT  WIT. 

Robberv  of  the  State  National  Bank  of  Ransom ville, 
Niagara  County,  N.  Y.,  was  foiled  early  the  other  day  by 
:he  quick  wit  of  a  telephone  girl,  who  “rang  up”  the  bank 
fust  as  the  robbers,  five  in  number,  were  about  to  blow 
)pen  the  inner  door  of  the  bank  vault. 

The  robbers  had  succeeded  in  blowing  open  the  fireproof 
loor  of  the  safe  proper  when  frightened  away.  They  es¬ 
caped  in  an  automobile. 


FOR  FOOTBALL  PLAYERS. 

For  hardening  his  men  and  putting  them  in  condition 
For  scrimmage  work  the  coach  of  the  Carlisle  football  team 
fas  devised  a  work-out  apparatus  which  not  only  serves  to 
firengthen  the  shoulder,  back  and  thigh  muscles  of  a 
player,  but  also  tends  to  develop  and  drill  him  for  line 
positions,  says  Popular  Mechanics.  It  is  made  of  heavy 
umbers,  has  a  sled-like  base,  and  on  the  front  side  is  pro- 
rid  ed  with  seven  heavily  padded  upright  planks.  The 
weight  of  the  device  amounts  to  a  little  more  than  1,000 
pounds,  or  approximately  the  equivalent  of  that  of  seven 
average  players. 


WORLD'S  GREATEST  CONGREGATION. 

(  omparative  figures  compiled  from  reports  made  to  the 
recent  General  Assembly  at  Boston,  Mass.,  show  that  Seat¬ 
tle,  Wash.,  has  the  largest  Presbyterian  congregation  in 
the  world. 

This  is  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of  Seattle.  It 
has  a  membership  of  5,652  communicants.  Dr.  Mark  A. 
Matthews,  a  former  moderator  of  the  General  Assembly,  is 
pastor. 

Bethany  Church  of  Philadelphia,  widely  known  as  John 
Wanamaker’s  church,  is  the  next  nearest  competitor.  It 
hr  -  ?l  membership  of  3,796.  Central  Presbyterian  Church 
S  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  is  third,  with  2,931  communicants. 

T..<  famous  Fifth  Avenue  Church  of  New  York,  gen¬ 
erally  recognized  as  the  wealthiest  and  most  liberal  of 
I'"  -  -id  congregations,  with  gifts  to  benevolences  and 
rtligi.m-  wort  totaling  more  than  $600,000  yearly,  is  fifth 
in  num<T)<-iA  trength  among  American  Presbyterian 
chui'  r-  It-  membership  is  exceeded  bv  the  Brick 
Chur''!.,  of  Rochester,  X.  Y. 

Tl  <  'A nr  -  gi-.r*  oine  interesting  statistics.  Churches 
x*  Bn  Simd.iy  held  meetings  in  1915  show  notable 
'  1911  report,  but  diminished  gains  iri  the  1915 

i’n  '•>  i  -  1».  Church,  which  made  a  gain  oil  377  in 


last  year’s  report,  shows  a  gain  of  only  150  this  year. 
Pittsburgh  Homewood  Avenue  Church,  whose  gain  was 
232  last  year,  gained  only  79  this  year.  Pittsburgh  Hazel¬ 
wood  Church,  gaining  214  last  year,  gains  only  80  this 
3rear.  Pittsburgh  Second  Church,  gaining  200  last  year, 
gains  only  107  this  year.  Wilkes-Barre  Memorial,  whose 
membership  increased  303  according  to  last  year’s  report, 
experienced  a  gain  of  only  16  new  members  this  year. 
Johnstown  First  Church  gained  299  last  year,  hut  only  58 
this  rear. 


NEW  YORK’S  WATER  SUPPLY. 

Here  are  some  figures  from  the  annual  report  of  William 
Williams,  Commissioner  of  Water  Supply,  Gas  and  Elec¬ 
tricity,  made  public  recently: 

Average  daily  consumption  of  water  in  the  five  boroughs, 
545,000,000  gallons.  Of  this  347,000,000  gallons  is  used 
in  Manhattan  and  the  Bronx,  134,000,000  gallons  in 
Brooklyn,  15,000,000  gallons  in  Queens  and  12,000.000 
gallons  in  Richmond. 

The  $147,000,000  Catskill  water  supply  will  be  available 
by  the  end  of  1916.  It  will  yield  250,000,000  gallons  a 
day. 

In  cleaning  out  caterpillars  on  the  Croton  watershed  in 
1914  the  department  destroyed  50,000  wild  cherry  trees 
and  5,000  apple  trees. 

Length  of  citv-owned  water  mains  in  Greater  New  York, 
2,845  miles,  not  including  the  high  pressure  mains.  There 
are  60.700  gates  on  the  mains  and  47,500  fire  hydrants,  of 
which  4,100  are  on  the  high  pressure  service. 

Value  of  real  estate  of  the  department,  $168,000,000,  of 
which  $82,000,000  represents  clams  and  other  structures. 

Value  of  all  landed  and  non-land ed  property  of  the  de¬ 
partment,  $227,237,027.  Funded  debt  of  the  department, 
$93,240,400. 

Total  area  of  city-owned  water  supply  property,  includ¬ 
ing  reservoirs,  25,000  acres. 

There  are  still  some  private  water  companies  in  Brook¬ 
lyn,  Queens  and  Richmond.  They  supply  37,000,000  gal¬ 
lons  a  day. 

Total  annual  water  revenue,  $13,000,000,  of  which  about 
half  comes  from  metered  premises. 

Total  current  expenses  of  the  department,  $11,600,000, 
of  which  $3,570,000  went  for  wages  of  2,800  employees. 

Length  of  lighted  streets,  2,643  miles. 

Area  of  lighted  parks,  ten  square  miles. 

Number  of  lamps  in  city  service,  40,653  electric  and 
45,161  gas. 

All  gas  lampposts  belong  to  the  city.  Most  of  the  elec¬ 
tric  lampposts  belong  to  the  lighting  companies. 

Nitrogen  electric  lamps  are  being  substituted  lor  arc 
lamps.  They  arc  cheaper  and  brighter. 

Number  of  structures  in  the  city  lighted  bv  electricity. 
180,000. 

When  the  Catskill  water  supply  comes  in,  the  Brooklyn 
water  supply,  located  on  Long  Island,  will  he  shui  down 
and  kept  iu  reserve, 
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as  it  is  the  caliber  of  most  of  the  rifles  used  by  the  in¬ 
fantry  of  the  warring  nations  in  Europe.  Ammunition 
also  has  gone  up  ten  per  cent,  in  price,  and  is  obtainable 
only  in  small  quantities.  Automatic  pistols  are  scarce 
and  the  prices  on  them  have  advanced  considerably.  Other 
pistols  and  revolvers  may  be  obtained  at  a  slight  increase 
in  price,  but  these  are  being  drawn  almost  entirely  from 
the  supply  that  was  on  hand  when  the  Avar  broke  out. 
Eield  glasses  have  not  only  advanced  in  price,  but  are  al¬ 
most  unobtainable.  Prism  binoculars  which  formerly  sold 
for  $25  a  pair  are  now  bringing  $60.  The  ordinary  field 
glasses,  the  material  for  which  comes  mostly  from  France, 
are  not  to  be  had.  The  manufacturers  of  binoculars  and 
field  glasses  in  this  countrv  are  said  to  be  selling  their  en- 
tire  output  to  the  European  governments. 

- »  ■  ■ - «-« - 

(1  HI  NS  AND  CHUCKLES 


There  -were  1,666,987  automobiles  in  use  in  the  United 
States  at  the  end  of  1914.  The  revenue  paid  to  the  States 
from  automobile  licenses  amounted  to  $12,270,036,  and 
chauffeurs’  fees  reached  the  total  of  $427,179. 


Queer  freaks  were  played  by  a  cloudburst  which  swept 
over  a  section  of  Frederick  County,  Md.  County  Com¬ 
missioner  Frank  M.  Stevens,  of  Creagerstown,  lost  two 
cows.  He  found  one  of  them  in  the  fork  of  a  peach  tree 
seven  feet  from  the  ground.  Samuel  Geisbert,  of  Crea¬ 
gerstown,  who  thought  he  had  taken  every  movable  object 
from  his  cellar,  lost  a  barrel  of  vinegar. 


In  Lancashire,  England,  the  cotton  waste  has  an  annual 
value  of  $75,000,000.  This  vast  sum  is  represented  by 
fag-ends  and  sweepings  and  pickings  and  combings.  Thou¬ 
sands  of  women  are  employed  to  divide  this  stuff  into 
good,  middling  and  bad,  and  it  is  sold  at  various  prices  for 
different  purposes — papermaking,  matting,  surgical  wad¬ 
ding  and,  most  of  all,  the  making  of  shoddy. 


Removal  of  a  shrapnel  bullet  from  the  right  auricle  of 
a  French  soldier’s  heart  was  described  to  the  Academy  of 
Medicine  in  Paris  by  Dr.  Chares  Infroit.  This  surgical 
feat  was  accomplished  by  use  of  a  radiographic  compass 
invented  bv  the  surgeon.  This  instrument  enables  Dr. 
Inf  roit  to  locate  foreign  bodies  in  the  tissues  with  mathe¬ 
matical  precision  and  permits  their  extraction  without  in¬ 
jury  to  the  neighboring  organs,  he  said. 

There  is  no  teacher  to  ring  the  bell  at  the  schoolhouse 
at,  Freedom,  Wis.,  because  of  legal  proceedings.  Miss 
Anna  Garvey  is  restrained  by  an  injunction  obtained  by 
Miss  Katherine  Van  Dyck.  Both  want  the  job  of  ringing 
1  ho  bell.  The  teacher  is  paid  $75  per  month,  and  each 
morning  and  noon  she  must  ring  the  bell.  The  rest  of 
the  day  she  may  do  as  she  pleases.  Usually  there  are  no 
pupils. 


The  prices  of  guns  have  increased  from  ten  to  fifteen 
per  cent.,  the  New  York  Evening  Post  tells  ns.  The 
30. 30-caliber  piece,  which  is  a  favorite  among  big  game 
hunters,  is  difficult  lu  obtain  e\en  at  the  advanced  price, 


“There  is  a  school  in  Europe  where  only  noblemen's 
sons  are  admitted.”  "A  sort  of  Knight  School,  I  suppose.” 


“I  think  I’ll  spend  my  two  weeks’  vacation  on  mv  new 
automobile.”  “Where  are  you  going?”  “Oh,  ten  or  fifteen 
miles  out  of  town.” 


“Here's  a  piece  of  music,  miss,  that  costs  40  cents.” 
“Oil,  can  t  you  give  me  anything  more  difficult  ?  Last 
week'  I  played  one  that  co$t  75  cents.” 


“How  is  it  that  you're  getting  married  ?  You’ve  al¬ 
ways  boasted  that  you  didn't  care  for  Women.”  “I  don’t. 
But  I  care  an  awful  lot  for  one  woman.” 


Tommy — Mn,  may  I  have  Jimmy  Briggs  over  to  plav 
on  Saturday?  Mrs.  Fogg — No;  you  make  too  much  noise. 
You'd  better  go  down  to  his  house  and  play. 


Lady  (to  tramp) — Aon  can  have  something  to  eat  if 
you’ll  work  for  it.  Tramp  (with  extreme  dignity) _ Ma¬ 

dam.  would  you  ask  me  to  stultify  myself? 


“What  makes  you  think  he  was  born  ignorant?”  “Be¬ 
cause  so  young  a  man  could  never  have  acquired  through 
his  own  efforts  all  the  ignorance  he  possesses.” 


Fn^-Yoa  won’t  lend  me  a  “Y”?  Why,  you  loaned 
an  X  to  Bui  toughs,  and  lies  almost  a  stranger  to  vou. , 
Ned— Well?  Fred- -Well,  I'm  an  .fid  friend---  Wl-4 
Exactly,  and  I  don't  want  to  lose  vou. 


a  I 


I  say,  me  good  man,”  began  the  dude,  as  he  entered 
the  butcher's  dissecting  room,  “have  you — aw  a  in  meat 
for  a  puppy,  doneher  know?”  “Sure  tiling."  replied  the 
butcher.  “Want  to  eat  it  here  or  take  it  with  you?" 


AIH 

Tat  Y ez  may  say  wot  yoz  plazo,  geutlemin;  it's  not 
onywhore  ye'll  be  foindin'  braver  min  nor  th'  Irish.  Ban* 
lor  Lome  oh,  Pat;  it  was  only  the  other  night  that  I 
made  fi\e  of  them  run.  Pat  Was  it  long  catching  \e 
they  were? 
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A  GAMBLER'S  MADNESS. 


By  Alexander  Armstrong 


Few  people  know  how  hard  it  is  to  rid  one’s  self  of  the 
fever  of  gambling  when  once  the  passion  is  fairly  aroused. 

Gambling  of  anv  kind  is  something  to  be  avoided  as  one 
would  avoid  the  most  fearful  plague.  It  brings  nothing  in 
its  track  but  ruin  to  the  purse  and  wreck  to  the  mind. 

One  mistaken  idea  held  by  most  people  is  that  only  men 
who  are  careless  of  money,  or  place  slight  value  on  it,  are 
the  ones  who  gamble.  This  is  hardly  the  case,  for  most 
gamblers  love  money  as  misers  do,  and  are  enticed  to 
gamble  by  the  reflection  that  they  may  win  a  great  deal. 

Just  such  a  man  was  George  Hyatt. 

He  was  a  miser  in  his  habits,  and  would  hesitate  about 
spending  twenty-five  cents  for  a  dinner,  yet  would  place  as 
many  dollars  on  a  card  in  the  hope  that  it  would  win 
largely  for  him. 

Left  a  snug  fortune  at  the  death  of  his  father,  he  had  no 
need  of  working,  and  the  time  he  found  hanging  heavily 
on  his  hands  passed  pleasantly  when  he  commenced  to 

gamble. 

With  varying  success  he  played  day  after  day,  sometimes 
winning,  most  frequently  losing,  but  ever  pursuing  the 
will-o’-the-wisp  at  the  gaming  table. 

For  five  or  six  years  he  kept  this  up,  at  the  expiration  of 
which  he  had  lost  fully  fifty  thousand  dollars.  He  could 
and  would  win  this  back,  he  told  himself. 

But  fate  was  against  him. 

He  lost  speedily,  until  one  day  he  found  himself  with 
barely  five  thousand  dollars  of  all  the  inheritance  left 

him. 

A  strong  mind  had  been  weakened  by  the  insidious  pas¬ 
sion,  and  he  now  had  become  fanciful,  and  among  other 
things  had  come  to  believe  in  dreams. 

He  had  a  dream  the  night  before. 

It  was  something  about  a  negro  on  a  white  horse.  For  a 
'i  long,  long  time  the  negro  seemed  to  ride  the  horse;  and 
on  the  negro’s  forehead  were  the  words  “bad  luck.  But 
as  his  dream  progressed,  the  order  of  things  was  reversed 
suddenly,  and  on  a  black  horse  was  a  white  man,  on  whose 
forehead  was  “good  luck.” 

It  meant  to  him  that  his  day  of  ill-fortune  had  passed, 
that  henceforth  he  would  win.  He  believed  it  implicitly, 
and  putting  in  his  pockets  every  dollar  he  had  in  the 
world  he  started  forth  to  prove  the  truth  of  his  dream. 

And  he  proved  the  untruth  of  it  instead. 

♦  Excited  to  the  highest  degree,  he  put  down  bet  after  bet, 

uly  to  see  it  taken  in  by  the  dealer. 

A  thousand — two  thousand — three  thousand  dollars  were 

t  lost. 

Prudence  bade  him  stop.  But  his  dream!  It  would  he 
Hooting  fate  to  stop  now. 

No,  luck  must  turn  soon. 

But  -till  he  lost,  and  continued  io  lose  until  hut  live 

.hundred  dollars  were  left. 

J  And  thi* —  with  staring  eyes,  flushed  face,  and  hands  and 
vXl .  trembling  with  nervousness  and  intense  excitement  — 

e  iftw  go,  also. 

He  was  now  a  beggar. 


He  seemed  dazed,  unable  to  comprehend  the  truth  for  a 
full  minute,  and  then  he  began  to  shriek  and  yell,  and 
madly  beat  his  head  with  his  hands,  and  continued  to  do  so 
until  liis  roving,  bloodshot  eyes  rested  on  the  dealer’s  face. 

His  money — the  money  he  loved  so  dearly,  but  knew  not 
how  to  care  for — was  gone,  and  this  man  had  robbed  him 
of  it,  he  told  himself;  and  with  a  cry  like  that  of  a 
wounded  and  savage  tiger,  he  sprang  upon  the  dealer, 
clutched  his  throat,  and  with  demoniac  fury  beat  his  head 
against  the  wall,  cutting  it  and  bruising  it,  until  the  dealer 
lost  consciousness. 

He  would  have  killed  him  outright  had  ,  not  strong 
hands,  and  many  of  them,  been  laid  on  him  and  dragged 
him  away  from  his  victim. 

They  shuddered  as  they  gazed  at  George  Hyatt,  for  his 
losses  had  unsettled  his  reason,  and  he  was  stark  mad. 

“Gold — gold!”  he  shrieked.  “Ha-ha!  see  it  flying  about. 
There — there — there — all  through  the  air,”  and  he  began 
to  clutch  eagerly  at  empty  space.  “Gold — gold — why  can’t 
I  gel  hold  of  it?  See  it  fly!  Blame  it — why  does  it  elude 
me?  It  slips  right  through  my  fingers — stop  it — stop  it. 
Ha !  there's  a  piece  as  big  as  a  saucer !  see  how  slow  it 
goes!  I'll  get  that  one — ha-ha!  easy  now — easy!”  and, 
shaking  off  the  hands  which  detained  him,  he  crouched 
down  like  a  panther  preparing  for  a  spring.  Ilis  face  was 
lighted  by  joyous  expectation,  his  fingers  worked  nervously, 
his  lips  were  parted,  his  expression  strained  and  intense. 
Suddenly  he  sprang,  made  a  wild  clutch,  then  uttered  a 
howl  of  raging  despair.  “Blame  it — it  escaped  me !  It 
slipped  aside  just  as  my  fingers  reached  it !  See — it’s 
moving  slow  again,  now — it's  coming  nearer!  Ha-ha J 
I’ll  catch  it  this  time  !” 

Poor  fellow ! 

He  did  not  catch  it  then,  nor  ever  after,  though  not  i 
day'  passed  that  he  did  not  spend  hours  in  madly  clutch  in  i 
at  the  imaginary  pieces  of  gold  he  saw  drifting  about  in 
the  air. 

One  little  piece  of  property  was  left  to  him,  the  house  in 
which  he  had  lived.  This  was  taken  charge  of,  and  the 
proceeds  were  sufficient  to  support  him  in  the  asylum  of 
’which  I  was  in  charge. 

(The  reader  will  remember  I  am  quoting  from  a  manu¬ 
script.) 

1  studied  his  case  through  many  a  week  and  montn  io 
"see  if  nothing  could  be  done  to  restore  him  to  reason.  At 
last  1  gave  it  up  as  a  hopeless  case.  Reason  would  never 
reas-mne  her  sway. 

Generally  he  was  mild  and  gentle,  almost  melancholy, 
save  when  each  day — at  the  very  hour  when  he  had  lost 
that  last  bet — his  “spells”  came  on. 

Then  he  would  shout,  and  curse,  and  madly  plunge 
about,  grasping  at  the  air,  filled  with  flying  gold  which 
always  eluded  his  grasp. 

He  had  not  been  long  in  custody  when  we  learned  that 
he  was  not  always  to  be  trusted.  It  chanced  that  one  of 
the  keepers  passed  near  him,  wearing  a  gold  watch  chain. 

in  an  instant  the  mad  gambler  was  on  his  feet,  begging 
for  it. 

“Gold  gold!”  he  exclaimed,  his  eager,  sparkling  eyes 
fastened  on  the  chain  lovingly.  “Gold — gold!  Give  it  to 
me!” 

“Keep  away !”  growled  the  keeper. 
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“Won’t  you  give  it  to  me?”  he  pleaded. 

“No.” 

In  an  instant  the  pleading  mood  was  transformed  into 
one  of  mad  fury. 

He  leaped  on  the  keeper  and  bore  him  down,  so  great 
was  the  strength  his  rage  gifted  him  with.  And  tearing 
awav  the  trophy — the  gold  chain — he  dashed  into  his  room 
with  it. 

The  keeper  was  dead  when  we  picked  him  up,  we  having 
been  attracted  to  the  spot  by  the  mad  shrieks  of  the  gam¬ 
bler  and  the  cries  of  the  keeper. 

I  had  Hyatt  put  in  a  straight  jacket,  but  soon  found  that 
there  was  no  need  of  it,  for  lie  was  always  mild  unless  he 
caught  sight  of  gold.  And  then  he  became  positively  dan¬ 
gerous. 

Occasionally  people  came  to  visit  the  asylum,  and  I  gave 
strict  orders  that  none  should  be  permitted  to  enter  the 
ward  where  Hyatt  was  while  a  single  bit  of  gold  or  jewelry 
of  any  kind  was  visible  about  their  person. 

In  showing  several  parties  through  the  asylum,  I  noticed 
that  Hyatt's  eyes  would  light  up  at  their  approach,  and 
then  that  he  would  stealthily  scan  them  from  head  to  foot. 

One  day,  during  my  absence,  a  party  of  visitors  ar¬ 
rived.  By  an  oversight,  a  lady  member  of  the  party  was 
admitted  to  the  hall  wearing  in  her  hat  a-  brass  dagger  as 
an  ornament. 

He  saw  it :  to  him  it  was  gold,  for  he  judged  by  the  color 
alone.  In  an  instant  he  was  before  her  pleading  for  it. 
She  shrank  away  in  alarm,  and  Hyatt,  fearing  she  should 
escape,  sprang  at  her  with  all  the  ferocity  of  a  mad  dog. 

He  would  surely  have  killed  her  had  not  the  keeper 
sprang  swiftly  to  her  assistance  and  knocked  Hyatt  insen¬ 
sible  to  the  floor. 

After  that  I  had  him  barred  off  from  the  main  part  of 
the  hall. 

As  regular  as  clockwork  he  grabbed  for  the  gold  flying 
in  the  air,  never  stopping  until  exhausted,  when  he  would 
fall  asleep,  and  on  waking  would  be  mild  and  tractable 
again  until  Hie  same  hour  the  day  following. 

Thus  years  passed,  and  his  hair  and  beard  had  turned  to 
gray.  Not  that  he  was  an  old  man,  but  the  high  nervous 
excitement  under  which  he  daily  labored  was  aging  him 
before  his  time.  • 

For  a  long  time  we  had  no  trouble  with  him,  owing  to 
ou.r  precaution  of  never  letting  him  set  his  eyes  on  any¬ 
thing  bright  or  of  the  color  of  gold. 

Going  through  the  hall  one  day  I  observed  him  stand¬ 
ing  by  his  window,  intently  watching  where  some  workmen 
were  digging. 

I  heard  him  chuckle,  and  then  he  muttered: 

“I  know  what  they’re  doing;  they’re  digging  for  gold! 
Ha-ha!  they  think  I  don’t  know  that  the  bright,  shining 
stuff  comes  out  of  the  dirty  ground — but  I  do — I  do!” 

By  some  means  unknown,  and  concealing  his  movements 
with  the  shrewdness  of  a  madman,  he  managed  to  dig  out 
the  lead  setting  of  the  iron  bars  of  his  window,  and  one 
day,  as  1  sat  in  rny  office,  the  alarm  came  that  Hyatt  had 
escaped. 

“Gold — gold  1’  he  shrieked,  as  he  dashed  among  the 
workmen  engaged  in  digging,  and  began  to  scratch  in  the 


newly  turned-up  earth,  sifting  it  through  his  fingers  in 
search  of  the  precious  metal. 

A  minute  or  two  spent  thus,  and  then  he  uttered  a  yell  - 
of  mingled  disappointment  and  rage.  Seeing  the  keepers 
coming,  lie  dashed  away,  reached  the  road  and  bounded 
along  it  like  the  wind. 

Meeting  a  boy  with  brass  buttons  on  his  coat,  he  flung 
the  child  down  and  tore  off  the  buttons,  then  resumed  his 
flight,  finally  entering  a  bit  of  woods. 

This  was  beaten  by  the  keepers,  who  started  him  from 
his  lair  some  time  after  dark. 

With  a  wild  cry  of  defiance  Hyatt  dashed  from  the 
woods  into  the  road,  and  ran  like  a  deer,  pursued  by  the 
keepers. 

The  light  gleaming  brightly  through  the  windows  of  an 
elegant  mansion  probably  attracted  his  attention.  He  % 
sprang  over  the  fence  and  crossed  the  green,  closely- 
trimmed  lawn,  and  peered  through  the  window. 

An  exultant  look  hashed  into  his  face,  and,  drawing 
back  a  few  steps,  he  flung  himself  headlong  through  the 
window. 

Miss  Archer,  entertaining  two  gentleman  friends,  arose 
with  a  cry  of  alarm  as  Hyatt  shook  off  the  glass  which  had 
clung  to  his  clothing  and  planted  himself  before  her. 

His  eyes  were  fastened  covetously  on  the  gold  chain 
about  her  neck,  and  with  extended  hands  he  pleaded  for  it.  • 
She  shrank  away ;  his  eyes  flashed,  his  fingers  worked,  his 
face  became  demoniac,  and  in  another  instant  he  would 
have  been  on  her  had  not  the  keeper  plunged  through  the 
shattered  window  and  grasped  him  by  the  shoulders. 

Desperately,  madly,  the  maniac  struggled,  his  wolfish 
eyes  ever  and  anon  returning  to  the  gold  chain  about  the 
lady’s  neck.  He  tore  his  owai  and  the  keeper’s  clothing  to 
shreds  in  his  wild  struggle,  and  the  lady  visitor’s  cloth¬ 
ing  shared  the  same  fate. 

It  was  an  awfful  scene.  The  combined  strength  of  the 
three  wras  insufficient  to  fully  master  him. 

It  was  the  climax  of  his  madness,  and  he  frothed  at  thejj 
mouth,  and  snapped  and  bit  at  them  furiously. 

But  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  bis  struggles  ceased.  He 
had  strained  until  he  had  burst  a  blood  vessel,  his  strength*  d 
departed,  the  light  faded  from  his  eyes,  life  slowly  left  his 
frame. 

Truly,  gambling  has  much  to  answer  for. 


By  employing  rigid  economy  the  Bureau  of  Engraving 
and  Printing  has  met  the  scarcity  of  dyestuffs  resulting^ 
from  war  in  Europe  and  lias  now  available  enough  pig-* 
meets  to  color  the  Government’s  money  and  stamps  fon 
six  months.  By  the  end  of  that  period  Director  Balpli  bo-i, 
lieves  colors  made  in  America  will  be  available,  or  that  * 
arrangements  will  be  made  for  securing  shipments  from 
Germany.  Director  Ralph  said  the  other  day  that  for 
small  lots  of  red  dyes  be  lias  had  to  pay  To.  80  ami  00 
cents  a  pound,  compared  with  26  cents  before  the  war 
began.  The  bureau  has  been  able  to  quit  the  foreign  ma  * 
ket  in  producing  one  color  and  turned  to  American  nnmiv* 
facturers.  A  vegetable  dye  used  in  coloring  black  inkj 
formerly  imported  from  Germany,  now  is  being  puivbaM  *; 
in  large  quantities  from  a  Pennsylvania  dyestuff  plant* 
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NEWS  OF  THE  DAY 


An  expert  fruit  packer  estimates  that  the  dried  fruit 
yield  of  California  for  1915  will  reach  a  value  of  $22,- 
500,000.  lie  estimates  that  the  State  will  produce  70,- 
000,000  pounds  of  dried  peaches,  40,000,000  pounds  of 
apricots,  130,000,000  pounds  of  prunes  and  30,000,000 
pounds  of  raisins. 


William  Finn  and  his  family,  in  their  cozy  farmhouse 
on  Pine  Creek,  near  Lacrosse,  Wis.,  ate,  perhaps,  the  first 
rooster  ever  killed  with  a  snowball  in  August.  Eising 
early,  Farmer  Finn  found  the  frost  so  thick  he  easily  gath¬ 
ered  up  a  snowball  and  shied  it  a  crowing  rooster,  with 
fatal  results. 


Struck  by  the  fangs  of  a  rattlesnake,,  while  on  a  load  of 
hay,  Carl  Hobl.it,  employed  on  the  farm  of  Benjamin 
Bailey  Gregory,  S.  Dak.,  saved  his  life  by  his  presence  of 
mind.  Immediately  after  the  fangs  had  penetrated  his 
arm  he  cut  open  the  wound  with  a  pocket-knife  and  then 
sucked  out  the  poison. 


Mrs.  Griffin,  a  highly  respected  pioneer  resident  of  Big 
Stone,  S.  Dak.,  and  vicinity,  celebrated  her  eightieth  birth¬ 
day  by  rowing  a  boat  across  Big  Stone  Lake,  thus  proving 
that  she  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  the  aged  resi¬ 
dents  of  the  State  and  Northwest.  She  is  unusually 
sprightly  for  one  of  her  years,  and  is  as  active  as  most 
women  half  her  age. 


Matthew  McNulty,  who  was  at  one  time  known  as  the 
“village  blacksmith”  of  Lafayette,  Ind.,  has  retired  after 
being  in  the  business  for  nearly  six  years.  He  estimates 
'that  he  had  shod  more  than  a  half  million  horses  and 
{  mules  in  his  career.  He  was  a  horseshoer  during  the  days 
I  of  the  Wabash  and  Erie  Canal  and  had  the  contract  for 
♦shoeing  the  mules  that  provided  the  power  for  the  boats 
between  Toledo  and  Lafayette.  McNulty  accumulated  a 
fortune  of  $40,000  and  says  he  will  now  retire  to  his  farm. 


Dr.  W.  T.  Hornaday,  well  known  for  his  activity  in  be¬ 
half  of  wild-life  protection  in  America,  communicates  to 
Science  the  gratifying  news  that  measures  have  been  taken 
the  Dutch  authorities  to  prevent  the  extermination  of 
Vr<L  of  paradise  in  the  Dutch  East  Indies.  Shooting  is 
■  flow  limited  to  three  species,  except  in  certain  areas  wdiere 
r  h"  ‘■Sooting  of  any  bird  of  paradise  is  prohibited. 


Mies  Alba  Bennett,  a  fifteen-year-old  girl,  of  San  Fran- 
dw,  is  believed  to  hold  the  record  for  the  amount  of 
or'-ad  baked  by  a  girl  of  her  age  during  the  summer 
J  During  the  last  four  months  the  girl  has  baked 

'*0  loaves  of  bread.  She  is  a  member  of  the  Avondale 
{/irW  Beeing  Club,  and  has  taken  such  an  interest  in  the 
o*  tl  'v  mother  has  been  relieved  of  all  the  bread- 
io  th'  famil  v  for  four  mouths. 


One  of  the  newest  pests  brought  to  the  United  States 
from  Europe  is  the  starling,  a  bird  somewhat  resembling 
the  blackbird,  but  with  shorter  tail  and  heavier  body,  says 
an  exchange.  The  Massachusetts  State  ornithologist  states 
that  it  has  become  established  in  nearly  every  county  of 
that  State,  and  in  seven  or  eight  other  Eastern  States, 
though  first  introduced  in  Central  Park,  New  \ork  City, 
only  about  twenty-five  years  ago.  It  multiplies  rapidly, 
and  is  a  serious  menace  as  a  destroyer  of  fruit. 


There  was  a  sensational  sequel  to  the  recent  escape  of 
two  German  ships’  officers — Carl  Morelang  and  Alfonso 
Griem — from  the  internment  camp  at  Oldcastle,  County 
Meath,  where  600  other  prisoners  are  confined.  A  mer¬ 
chant  and  auctioneer  of  Oldcastle  was  arrested  and  con¬ 
veyed  to  Dublin,  where  he  will  be  charged  by  court-martial 
with  aiding  and  abetting  the  prisoners'  escape.  When  re¬ 
captured  in  Cavan — about  forty  miles  from  the  scene  of 
their  escape — the  two  Germans  were  disguised  as  priests. 
The  internment  camp  is  surrounded  by  high  wire  entangh- 
inents,  through  which  the  men  cut  a  way,  and  it  is  guarded 
by  sentries  day  and  night. 


The  following  item  from  a  Chinese  journal  would  indi¬ 
cate  an  increasing  fondness  in  China  for  athletics:  “T  n- 
der  the  supervision  of  the  Ministry  of  Interior  thd  rl  emple 
of  Architecture  is  being  converted  into  a  beautiful  park. 


In  the  forest  of  evergreen  frees  an  inclosure  has  been  built 
to  keep  140  deer  from  the  summer  palace  in  Jehol.  There 
will  be  tennis  courts,  football  grounds  and  lily  ponds.  Sev¬ 
eral  pavilions  have  been  erected  at  different  points  in  the 
large  compound  inside  the  temple  grounds,  some- built  ac¬ 
cording  to  old  Chinese  fashions  and  others  in  accordance 
with  modern  forms.  The  museum  in  which  ancient  sacri¬ 


ficial  instruments  are  kept  will  also  be'  open  to  the  visit¬ 
ors.” 


The  weekly  bulletin  of  the  American  Association  of 
Commerce  and  Trade,  of  Berlin,  contains  interesting  state¬ 
ments  in  regard  to  conditions  in  several  important- 
branches  of  German  industry.  It  points  out  that  German 
steamship  lines  are  now  inactive,  except  for  irregular  trade 
with  Scandinavian  ports,  but  that  the  companies  are  car¬ 
rying  out  their  programme  for  construction  of  vessels. 
Several  large  steamships  have  been  launched  and  others 
have  been  sold  at  profitable  prices.  -The  general  opinion 
is  that  these  steamship  lines,  by  reason  of  their  efficiency 
and  strong  organizations,  will  be  able  to  master  'the  situa¬ 
tion  after  the  war.  The  outlook  for  foreign  trade  after 
the  war  is  bright.  It  seems  probable  that  Germany  will 
be  able  to  furnish  good  articles  at  low  prices,  on  account 
of  the  intelligence  of  her  merchants  and  the  progress  made 
in  all  branches  of  industry.  The  review  of  the  chemical 
trade  closed  with  the  remark  that  its  financial  position 
was  favorable.  Almost  all  manufacturers  have  large  fund 
in  reserve,  which  makes  it  possible  for  them  to  await 
quietly  the  return  of  peaceful  times. 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


Negotiations  are  being  completed  by  Charles  J.  Winkler, 
of  Wilmington,  Del.,  for  the  purchase  of  a  tract  of  400 
acres  along  the  Chesapeake  and  Delaware  Canal,  at  Dela¬ 
ware  City,  Del.  He  intends  to  place  a  herd  of  at  least 
200  goats  on  the  farm  and  to  equip  it  with  a  dairy,  which 
will  be  an  exact  replica  of  the  Alpine  establishments. 

Black  gowns,  appropriate  to  the  occasion,  will  in  the 
future  be  worn  by  Sacramento,  Cal.,  grave  diggers  at  the 
cemetery  when  they  participate  in  funeral  services  and  as¬ 
sist  in  the  lowering  of  coffins.  Commissioner  Simmons 
made  this  order  the  other  day,  as  he  is  of  the  opinion  that 
the  appearance  of  these  men  in  their  working  clothes  is 
hardly  appropriate. 


J.  B.  Elliott,  Collector  of  Customs,  Los  Angeles,  Cal., 
has  been  confronted  with  a  novel  problem.  This  was  the 
amount  of  duty  that  should  be  assessed  upon  kangaroos 
and  red  tongue  lizards.  The  problem  presented  itself  in 
connection  with  the  arrival  of  a  shipment  of  kangaroos  and 
lizards  from  the  Royal  Zoological  Society  of  New  South 
Wales  at  Sydney,  consigned  to  F.  Weinberg,  who  conducts 
a  wild  animal  farm  near  Eastlake  Park.  It  was  finally  de¬ 
cided  to  assess  a  duty  of  10  per  cent,  of  the  foreign  value, 
which  is  $10  a  kangaroo  and  50  cents  a  lizard. 


Unless  there  are  some  eleventh-hour  additions  to  the 
schedule,  there  will  be  no  Eastern  college  or  university 
football  elevens  seen  in  action  at  the  Panama-Pacific  Ex¬ 
position  field  in  San  Francisco  this  season.  The  inter¬ 
collegiate  game  is  gaining  ground  again  on  the  Pacific 
Coast,  and  several  institutions  which  have  played  Rugby 
during  the  last  few  years  will  return  to  the  so-called 
American  game  of  football  this  autumn.  The  University 
of  California,  Southern  California  and  Nevada  will  all 
play  the  intercollegiate  game  and  their  schedules  show 
contests  with  the  larger  institutions  of  the  Northwest.  The 
annual  contest  between  the  teams  of  California  and  Le- 
land-Stanford  will  not  be  played  this  year. 

The  cultivation  of  tobacco  in  France  is  strictly  con¬ 
trolled  by  the  National  Government  and  is  practically  con¬ 
fined  to  twenty-seven  departments.  Licenses  are  issued 
to  communes  or  districts  authorizing  the  cultivation  of  to¬ 
bacco  on  a  specific  area.  This  area  is  then  allotted  to  cer¬ 
tain  growers,  and  from  the  planting  to  the  gathering  of 
the  crop  every  plant  is  under  the  supervision  of  Govern¬ 
ment  officials.  As  the  Government  is  the  sole  purchaser 
of  the  leaf  when  grown,  it  thus  maintains  a  practical  con¬ 
trol  over  the  amount  that  may  be  produced  in  a  given  year. 
No  bounties  are  paid  for  the  growing  of  tobacco,  and  the 
price  paid  is  according  to  the  quality  of  leaf  grown  and 
the  requirements  of  the  regie. 

A  statement,  recently  issued  by  The  Provincial  Horti¬ 
culturist  of  British  Columbia  gives  some  significant  statis¬ 
tics  concerning  the  production  und  importation  of  food 


products  in  that  province.  The  figures  show  that  in  1914 
there  were  produced  in  the  province  food  supplies  to  the 
value  of  $30,000,000,  while  during  the  same  period  im¬ 
ports  consisting  of  produce  which  might  have  been  raised 
in  the  province  were  valued  at  $25,200,000.  Twenty  mil¬ 
lions  were  imported  from  outside  of  Canada  and  $5,000,- 
000  worth  from,  other  parts  of  the  Dominion.  The  live¬ 
stock  importations  for  1914  totaled  $5,800,000,  and  dairy  , 
products  $4,500,000.  Of  these  40  per  cent,  came  from, 
outside  of  Canada  and  60  per  cent,  from  other  provinces. 
The  butter  came  mostly  from  Eastern  Canada,  Alberta  4 
and  New  Zealand. 


The  jumping  powers  of  fleas  have  been  much  exag¬ 
gerated,  according  to  a  bulletin  on  these  insects  recently 
issued  by  the  Department  of  Agriculture.  The  species 
known  as  the  human  flea  is  probably  the  best  jumper. 
According  to  Mitzmain,  the  maximum  horizontal  distance 
this  species  can  jump  is  13  inches,  and  the  maximum  ver¬ 
tical  distance  less  than  8  inches.  The  question  of  the  flea’s 
jumping  powers  is  of  importance  in  connection  with  the  , 
spread  of  bubonic  plague  and  other  diseases  of  which  this 
insect  is  the  carrier.  The  Indian  Plague  Commission, 
which  has  investigated  the  habits  of  the  Indian  rat  flea, 
finds  its  maximum  horizontal  jump  to  he  only  5  inches, 
while  Mitzmain  records  the  maximum  height  to  which  it 
can  jump  as  3^  inches.  One  species  of  ilea,  the  “stick- 
tight,”  is  nearly  incapable  of  jumping. 


According  to  experts  who.  examined  the  hull  recently, 
the  caravel  Santa  Maria,  replica  of  the  ship  which  carried 
Columbus  on  his  voyage  of  discovery  in  1492,  now  lying 
at  the  foot  of  West  130th  street,  New  York,  is  so  weals 
in  her  timbers  that  she  will  not  be  able  to  make  the  voyage 
to  the  Panama-Pacific  Exposition  at  San  Francisco.  The 
caravel  left  Chicago  in  the  fall  of  1913  in  company  witf 
her  sister  ships,  the  Nina  and  the  Pinta,  to  go  through 
the  Great  Lakes  and  the  St.  Lawrence  to  the  Atlantic  and 
then  by  the  Panama  Canal  to  the  Pacific  Ocean,  stopping 
for  a  few  days  on  the  way  at  the  principal  cities.  They 
got  caught  in  the  ice  in  the  winter,  .and  the  Pinta  and 
the  Nina  were  so  severely  damaged  that  they  were  sent 
back  last  summer  to  their  original  anchorage  in  the  Jack* 
son  Park  lagoon  in  Chicago.  The  Santa  Maria  arrived 
there  on  Aug.  12,  and  it  was  hoped  she  might  be  fixed  kp 
to  be  towed  to  Colon  and  reach  San  Francisco  before  th 
closing  of  the  exposition.  The  three  vessels  were  prof 
sented  to  the  United  Slates  by  the  Spanish  Government  in 
1893  after  the  close  of  the  Chicago  fair  and  were  left  so 
long  unattended  that  they  started  leaking  and  finally  sank 
in  the  mud  of  the  Jackson  Park  lagoon.  A  moving-pic* 
lure  concern  paid  to  have  them  raised,  and  in  ivturu  \vn 
allowed  to  use  them  for  taking  pictures.  It  would  cos 
$  1 8,000  to  make  the  Santa  Maria  seaworthy,  according 
Captain  Charles  S.  Stephenson,  a  former  Harvard  ooae 


who  is  in  charge  of  the  caravel. 


LityCe  Cew 


TRf  LITTLE  GEM  TELEPHONE. 

The  transmitter  in 
this  telephone  is 
made  from  the  best 
Imported  parchment; 
with  ordinary  use 
will  last  a  long  time; 
can  be  made  in  any 
length  by  adding 
cord;  the  only  real 
|  telephone  for  the 
money;  each  one  put  up  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
llustrated.  with-  full  directions  how  to  use 
them.  Price,  12c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tb  St..  N.  Y. 


MAMAS. 

This  interesting  toy  is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
out.  It  is  in  great  de¬ 
mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stem  is  placed  in  your 
mouth.  You  can  blow 
into  it,  and  at  the  same 
time  pull  or  jerk  lightly 
on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  it  then 
cries  "Ma-ma,"  just  exactly  In  the  tones  of  a 
real,  live  baby.  The  sound  is  so  human  that 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


BLACK-EYE  JOKE. 

New  and  amusing  joker.  Tfa® 
victim  is  told  tc  hold  the  tub® 
close  to  his  eyfe  so  as  to  exclude 
all  iight  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 
appear  in  the  center.  In  trying 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  re¬ 
ceive  the  flneat  black-eye  you  ever 
saw.  We  furnish  a  small  box  of 
blackening  preparation  with  eaoh 
tube,  so  the  joke  can  be  used  in¬ 
definitely.  Those  not  in  the  trick 
will  be  caught  every  time.  Abso¬ 
lutely  harmless.  Price  by  mail  15c.  each; 
2  for  2oe. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

TEE  CANADIAN  WONDER  CARD  TRICK. 

Astonishing,  wonderful, 
and  perplexing!  Have  you 
seen  them?  Any  child  can 
work  them,  and  yet,  what 
they  do  is  so  amusing  that 
the  sharpest  people  on  earth 
are  fooled.  We  cannot  tell 
you  what  they  do,  or  others 
*  would  get  next  and  spoil  the 
fun.  Just  get  a  set  and  read  the  directions. 
The  results  will  startle  your  friends  and 
utterly  mystify  them.  A  genuine  good  thing 
if  you  wish  to  have  no  end  of  amusement. 

Price  by  mail,  10®. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 

NEW  SURPRISE  NOVELTY. 

Foxy  Grandpa,  Mr.  Peewee 
and  other  comical  faces  ar¬ 
tistically  colored,  to  which 
Is  attached  a  long  rubber 
tube,  connected  with  a  rub¬ 
ber  ball,  which  can  be  filled 
with  water,  the  rubber  ball 
being  carried  in  the  pocket, 
a  slight  pressure  on  the  bulb 
causes  a  long  stream,  the  re¬ 
sult  can  easily  be  seen. 

Price,  15c., 

Postpaid. 

OLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  30th  St.,  N.  Y. 


NEW  TBkf-CENT  FOUNTAIN  PEN. 


MAGIC  MIRROR. 

Fat  and  lean  funny  faces.  By 
looking  in  these  mirrors  upright 
your  features  become  narrow  and 
elongated.  Look  into  It  sidewise 
and  your  phiz  broadens  out  in 
the  most  comical  manner.  Size 
3^x214  inches,  in  a  handsome  imi¬ 
tation  morocco  case. 

Price,  10c.  each,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  8t„  N.  Y. 


VANISHING  COINS.— A  coin  held  in  the 
£alm  of.  the  hand  is  made  to  vanish  when 
the  hand  is  closed.  Only  one  ftand  used.  No 
practice  required.  Wonderful  effect.  Price.  25e. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


DUPLEX  BICYCLE  WHISTLE. 

This  is  a  double  whistle,  pro¬ 
ducing  loud  but  very  rich,  har¬ 
monious  sounds,  entirely  differ¬ 
ent  from  ordinary  whistles.  It 
Is  just  the  thing  for  bicyclists 
or  sportsmen,  its  peculiar  double 
and  resonant  tones  at  once  at-  j 
tractlng  attention.  It  is  an  im¬ 
ported  whistle,  handsomely 
nickel  plated,  and  will  be  found 
a  very  useful  and  handy  pocket 
companion.  Price,  10c.;  3  for 
25c.;  one  dozen,  75c.,  sent  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  2Sili  Sc..  N.  Y. 


Jne  cf  the  mest  ^-o<?uliar  and  mystifying 
pens  on  the  market.  It  requires  n«  Ink.  All 
you  have  to  do  is  t#  dip  it  In  water,  and  It 
Will  write  fer  an  indefinite  peried.  The  secret 
can  only  be  learned  by  procuring  one,  and  yeu 
can  make  it  a  source  of  both  pleasure  and 
an,  laenoent  by  claiming  to  your  friends  what 
ft  can  do  and  then  demonstrating  the  fact, 
yore  over,  it  Is  a  good  pen,  fit  fer  practical  use, 
f*i  d  will  never  leak  ink  into  your  pocket,  as  a 
'<J-fective  founta  n  pen  might  do. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail. 


THE  JOKER’S  CIGAR. 

The  biggest  sell  of  the  sea¬ 
son.  A  real  cigar  made  of 
tobacco,  but  secreted  in  the 
center  of  cigar  about  one-half 
inch  from  end  is  a  fountain 
of  sparklets.  The  moment 
v WV®**  the  fire  reaches  this  fountain 
*•»*  *  hundreds  of  sparks  of  fire 
burst  forth  in  every  direction, 
te  the  astonishment  of  the  smoker.  The  fire 
is  stage  fire,  and  will  not  burn  the  skin  or 
clothing.  After  the  fireworks  the  victim  can 
continue  smoking  the  cigar  to  the  end.  Price, 
10c.;  3  for  25c;  1  dozen,  90c.,  mailed,  post¬ 
paid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

HOT  AIR  CARDS 

There  are  8  cards  in  a 
pack.  They  are  nicely 
printed  on  good  bristol- 
board,  and  contain  the 
funniest  literature  ever 
composed,  such  as  ‘‘Pro¬ 
fessor  Huggem,  hug¬ 
ging  and  kissing  done  in  the  very  latest 
style,”  a  Liar's  License,  a  membership  card 
for  the  Down  and  Out  Club,  and  other  com¬ 
ical  poetry  and  prose.  Every  card  guaran¬ 
teed  to  make  the  girls  giggle,  the  boys  to 
laugh,  and  the  old  folks  to  roar.  If  you  are 
looking  for  fun,  get  a  pack. 

Price  10  cents  a  pack,  by  mail,  post-paid 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y, 


HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  handy  little  in¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  cigar-cutter, 
scissors,  key-ring  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  in  one.  The 
steel  is  absolutely  guaran¬ 
teed.  Small  catches  hold  It 
so  that  it  cannot  open  in  the 
pocket.  Price  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  15  cents  each. 


J^VOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  FRIGHTFUL  RVTTLESNAKEi 

To  all  appearance  It  Is  a 
harmless  piece  of  coiled 
paper  with  a  mouth¬ 
piece  attachment,  b  u  t 
upon  placing  It  to  one’s 
m  o  u  t  h,  and  blowing 
Into  the  tube,  an  Imlta- 
v—  tlon  snake  over  ‘two 
springs  out  of  the  roll  like  a 

_ _  _ _ ig,  producing  a  whistling,  flut- 

>r,  ■  r.  that  would  frighten  a  wild  In- 

i«n.  '//e  guarantee  our  rattlesnake  not  to 
#,  r,  ,t  wo i  d  not  advise  you  to  play  the 
t »  or.  timid  women  or  delicate  children, 
o  pii'ked  In  a  box.  Price,  10c.;  3 

'o  ■  r  -  -  post  pa  id 

v  om  .  ovKm  co.,  zs>  w.  aotii  sc.,  t*.  x 


i 


In  length 
’.4»r.  of  Jlghtr, 


FRANK  SMITH 

a  S3  Lenox  Ave.  New  Yerk  City 

THE  HIDEOUS  SPIDER. 

Fun  for  every¬ 
body  with  one  of 
these  handsome 
brutes.  His  body 
is  3  Inches  long, 
beautifully  enamel¬ 
ed  groon,  with 
white  ridges,  yel¬ 
low  speckles,  bulging  eyes,  and  a  big  red 
mouth.  He  is  armed  with  six  legs  and  two 
upright  feelers,  made  of  flexible  spiral  springs. 
A  dark.  Invisible  thread  attached  to  his  body 
lets  you  shake  him  In  the  air  before  your 
friends’  eyes,  when  the  legs  wiggle  In  a  most 
natural,  lifelike  manner.  Guaranteed  to  make 
any  lady  howl  and  to  scare  the  bravest  hero 
on  ea.rth  out  of  hla  boots. 

Price  by  mall.  JOr.  each. 
WOUI  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  23th  lit.,  N.  *, 


MAGIC  CARD  BOX. — A  very  cleverly  mad® 
box  of  exchanging  or  vanishing  cards.  In  fact, 
any  number  of  tricks  of  this  character  can  be 
performed  by  It.  A  very  necessary  magical 
accessory.  Price,  16c, 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  8t.,  N.  Y. 


APPEARING  BILLIARD  BALL.— A  solid 

billiard  ball,  beautifully  made,  can  be  made 
to  appear  In  the  bare  hands  with  the  sleeves 
rolled  back  to  elbows.  Very  fine  and  easy 
to  Price,  35c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  PEG  JUMPER. 

A  very  effective 
pocket  trick,  easily 
to  be  performed  by 
any  one.  A  miniature 
paddle  Is  shewn.  Cen¬ 
tral  holes  are  drifted  through  it.  A  wooden 
peg  is  Inside  of  the  upper  hole.  Showing  now 
beth  sides  of  the  paddle,  the  performer  causes, 
by  simply  breathing  upon  it,  the  peg  to  leave 
the  upper  hole,  and  appear  In  the  middle  one. 
Then  it  Jumps  to  the  lower  hole,  back  to  the 
middle  one,  and  lastly  to  the  upper  hole. 
Beth  sides  of  the  paddle  are  repeatedly  shown. 

Price  by  mail.  15o» 
V  F,  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kl.yn,  N.  Y. 


THE  AUTOMATIC  RUNNING  MOUSE 

This  mouse  is  so 
nearly  a  perfect  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  live  ani¬ 
mal  as  to  not  only  de¬ 
ceive  the  ladies,  but 
to  eveh  deceive  the 
cat.  Inside  each  mouse  is  a  set  of  clock 
work  which  you  wind  up  with  a  key,  then 
place  the  mouse  on  the  floor  and  it  will  run 
rapidly  in  every  direction  in  a  circle  across 
the  floor  backward  and  forward  as  if  to  get 
away.  Suddenly  set  It  agoing  in  a  room 
where  there  are  ladies,  and  you  will  have  the 
fun  of  hearing  them  scream  and  jump  upon 
the  chairs  to  escape  the  little  rodent.  This 
mechanical  mouse  is  well  worth  50c„  but  w® 
will  sell  it  for  30c.,  and  send  it  by  mail  post¬ 
paid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


KANGAROO  PADLOCK. 

A  handsome  padlock  stamped 
out  of  polished  steel.  It  locks  it¬ 
self  when  the  hasp  is  pressed 
down  into  the  lock,  but  the  puzzle 
Is  to  unlock  It,  You  can  Instantly 
unlock  It  with  the  key,  but  no 
one  not  in  the  secret  can  unlock 
it.  You  can  slip  the  hasp  through 
a  friend’s  buttonhole  and  force 
him  to  wear  it  until  you  release 
it,  although  he  may  have  the  key  to  the  lock; 
or  a  boy  and  girl  can  be  locked  together  by 
slipping  the  hasp  through  a  buttonhole  of 
their  clothing.  Many  other  innocent  and 
amusing  Jokes  can  be  perpetrated  with  it 
upon  your  friends  and  acquaintances.  It  is 
not  only  a  strong,  useful  padlock,  but  one  of 
the  best  puzzles  ever  invented.  Full  printed 
Instructions  sent  with  each  lock.  They  are  a 
bonanza  for  agents,  as  they  can  be  readily 
sold  for  25  cents  each.  Qur  price,-  I5c.;  2  for 
25c.;  one  dozen,  $1.20.  sent  by  mall,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


The  Importance  of 
carrying  a  good  re¬ 
liable  pencil  need  not 
be  dwelt  upon  here. 
It  Is  an  absolute  ne¬ 
cessity  with  us  all. 
The  holder  or  this  pencil  Is  beautifully 

nickeled  with  grooved  box-wood  handle,  giv¬ 
ing  a  firm  grip  In  writing;  the  pencil  auto¬ 
matically  supplies  the  lead  as  needed  while 
a  box  of  these  long  leads  are  given  with  ettoh 
pencil.  The  writing  of  this  pencil  is  Indelible 
the  same  as  Ink,  and  thus  can  be  used  In 
writing  letters,  addressing  envelopes,  etc. 

Bills  of  account  or  Invoices  made  out  with 
this  pencil  can  be  copied  the  same  as  if  copy¬ 
ing  Ink  was  used.  It  is  the  handiest  pencil 
on  the  market;  you  do  not  require  a  knife 
to  keep  It  sharp;  It  is  ever  ready,  ever  safe, 
and  Just  the  thing  to  carry. 

l’enoll>  with  box  of  leads  complete,  only 
lUc. ;  3  for  25o. ;  on®  dozen  90c.  postpaid 

WOLFF  NOVKLTF  CO..  W  W.  N.  L 


ROUGH  RIDER  DISC  PISTOLS. 


Made  of  nicely  col¬ 
ored  wood  5Mi  Inches 
long.  The  power 
furnished  by  rubber 
bands.  Ten  discs  of 
cardboard  with  each 
pistol.  Price,  6c.  each, 
postpaid. 


H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y 


MYSTERIOUS  PLATE  xAETER. 

Made  of  fine  rubber, 
with  bulb  on  one  end 
and  inflator  at  other. 
Place  it  under  a  table 
cover,  under  plate  or 
glass,  and  bulb  is  pressed 
underneath,  object  rises 
mysteriously;  .  40  ins. 

Ions.  Price,  25c.,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St..  B  klyn,  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  PIP*. 


H  Made  of  a  regular  corn* 

IM  cob  pipe,  with  rubber  figures 

W  *  inside;  by  blowing  through 

mm  the  stem  the  figure  will  jump 

out.  Made  in  following  flg- 
urea:  rabbits,  donkeys,  cats, 
msjsjf  chickens,  etc. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  FINGER  THROUGH  THE  HAT. 

Having  borrowed  a  hat  from 
your  friend,  push  your  ringer 
through  the  crown  of  it,  and  It 
is  seen  to  move  about.  Though 
very  amusing  to  others,  the  owner  of  the  hat 
does  not  see  the  joke,  but  thinks  it  meanness 
to  destroy  his  hat;  yet  when  it  is  returned  it 
«  perfectly  uninjured.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mall. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  38  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  RING. 

A  handsome  ring  connected  with 
a  rubber  ball  which  is  concealed 
in  the  palm  of  the  hand.  A  gentle 
squeeze  forces  water  or  cologne  in. 
the.  face  of  the  victim  while  he  is 
examining  it.  The  ball  can  be  in¬ 
stantly  filled  by  immersing  ring  in 
water  same  as  a  fountain  pen  filler. 
r  Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  12c.  each, 
LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  PHANTOM  FINGER. 

As  these  fingers  are  cast  in 

4  moulds  in  which  a  person’s  fin¬ 
gers  have  been  encased,  they  are 
a  lifelike  model  of  the  same.  The 
finger  can  be  made  to  pass 
through  a  person's  hat  or  coat 
without  injury  to  the  hat  or  gar¬ 
ment.  It  appears  to  be  your  own 
finger.  A  perfect  illusion.  Price, 
15c.;  2  for  25c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  T. 


TRICK  COIN 
HOLDER.  —  The 

coin  holder  is  at¬ 
tached  to  a  ring 
made  so  as  to  fit 
anyone’s  finger. 
The  holder  Clasps 
tightly  a  25c.  piece. 
When  the  ring  is 
placed  on  the  finger  with  the  coin  showing  on 
the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  in  change  it 
cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip  people. 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  10c.  each. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MAGNETIC  TOfc. 


A  handsome  metal, 
highly  magnetized  toy. 
A  horseshoe  and  a  spiral 
wire  furnished  with 
each  top.  When  spun 
next  to  the  wires,  they 
make  the  most  surpris¬ 
ing  movements.  You 
can  make  wires  of  dif¬ 
ferent  shapes  and  get 
the  most  peculiar  ef¬ 
fects.  Price,  oc.,  post¬ 
paid. 


H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  CUT  FINGER. 

A  cardboard  finger, 
carefully  bandaged 
with  linen,  and  the 
side  and  end  are 
blood-stained.  When 
you  slip  it  on  your 
finger  and  show  it  to 
your  friends,  just 
give  a  groan  or  two, 
nu  se  it  up,  and  pull 
ji  look  of  pain.  You  will  get  nothing  but 
sympathy  until  you  give  them  the  laugh. 
Then  duck!  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St  ,  N.  Y. 


PIN  MOUSE. 

It  is  made  of  cast  metal  and 
has  the  exact  color,  shape  and 
size  of  a  I've  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes, 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
„  ,  ,  ^  the  spectators.  The  screaming 

run  had  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  in  the 
presence  of  ladies,  is  more  than  can  be  Im¬ 
agined.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there’* 
flo  other  fun  to  be  compared  with  it. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  3  for  25<v 
FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


: 


WINDOW  SMASHERS. 


The  greatest  sensation,  just 
from  Paris.  A  most  wonder¬ 
ful  effect  of  a  smashing, 
breaking.  falling  pane  or 
glass.  It  will  electrify  every¬ 
body.  When  you  come  home, 
slam  the  door  shut  and  at 
,.  ,  the  same  time  throw  tho 

discs  to  the  floor.  Every  pane  of  glass  in  the 
house  will  at  once  seem  to  have  been  shat¬ 
tered.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c.,  a  set 
of  six  plates. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  IV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


1 


THE  SURPRISE  FOUNTAIN  PEN 
A  novelty  of 


the 

greatest  merit!  It 
looks  just  like  a  gen¬ 
uine  fountain  pen.  But 
it  isn’t.  That’s  where 
the  Joke  comes  in.  If 


you  take  off  the  cover,  a  nice,  ripe,  juicy 
lemon  appears.  Then  you  give  the  friend 
you  lend  it  to  the  merry  “ha-ha.”  You 
might  call  it  an  everlastii^g  joke  because  you 
can  use  it  over  and  over  again.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  10c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


TRICK  PURSE 

One  of  the  most  in¬ 
nocent  -  looking  little 
pocltetbooks  you  ever 
saw.  Hand  it  to  your 
friend,  and  tell  him  to 
help  himself.  As  he 
unfastens  the  button 
a  spring  inside  causes 
the  purse  to  fly  open, 
sending  several  coins  up  in  the  air  before  his 
astonished  gaze.  This  is  a  real  fun  maker. 
You  cannot  afford  to  be  without  one. 

Price,  25c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 
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A  Weekly  Magaziae  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  tbe  news-stands 

SWFPRiCE  5  CENTS  A  COPY 


IS8UED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DE8IGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 


New  portraits  ot  aotors  and  actresses  every  week  -  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  It  Is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Storiw,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  Aims,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half-tones  of  scenes  in  the 
plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  tbe  most  celebrated  Photoplay  aotors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  hv  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  huaine**. 

News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  rhotoplavs. 

Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  raav  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems,  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  young  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  ue  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  w«  will  mall 
you  the  latest  number  issued. 


! 


!  \ 


( 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 


168  West  23d  Street 


New  York 


ill 


1  ss  T,? 


. 


' 


‘ 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

63  i  Noting  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 

General 

Young  Wild  West’s  Neutrality;  or,  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies 

t' 1 9  Young  Wild  West  and  the  French  Spy;  or.  The  Honor  of  an 

American. 

64  0  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Forts;  or.  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain 

641  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Hindoos. 

642  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 

Town 

643  Young  Wild  West  Along  the  Yser ;  or.  Arietta's  Wonderful  Shot 

644  Young  Wild  West  and  General  Von  Kluck  :  or.  The  Treasure  of 

the  Ruins 

645  Young  Wild  West’s  Luck  :  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills. 

646  Y'oung  Wild  West's  Victory;  or.  The  Road  Agents'  Last  Hold  Up 

647  Young  Wild  West’s  Pluck  :  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  "Bad"  Men 

648  Young  Wild  West’s  Best  Shot :  or.  The  Rescue  of  Arietta 

649  Young  Wild  West  at  Dev.l  Creek;  or.  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

650  Young  Wild  West’s  Surprise ;  or,  The  Indian  Chief's  Legacy 

651  Young  Wild  West  Missing;  or.  Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess 

652  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Detective ;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 

653  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Stake;  or,  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta 

654  Young  Wild  West's  Nerve  ;  or.  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

655  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

West. 

656  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  Triumph  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Great  Odds 

657  Young  Wild  West’s  Strategy :  or.  The  Comanche  Chief's  Last 

Raid. 

658  Young  Wild  West's  Grit  ;  or.  The  Ghost  of  Guantlet  Gulch. 

659  Young  Wild  West’s  Big  Day  :  or,  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston 

660  Young  Wild  West's  Great  Scheme:  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad 


661  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Train  Robbers  :  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 

Stolen  Treasure. 

662  Y’oung  Wild  Wost  on  His  Mettle  ;  or,  Four  Against  Twenty. 

663  Young  Wild  West's  Ranch  ;  or,  The  Renegades  of  Riley's  Run. 

664  Y'oung  Wild  West  on  the  Trail  ;  or.  Outwitting  the  Redskins 

605  Young  Wild  West's  Bargain  ;  or,  A  Red  Man  With  a  White  Hear. 

666  Young  Wild  West’s  Vacation  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  at  Roaring  Ranch 

667  Young  Wild  West  on  His  Muscle:  or,  Fighting  With  Nature’* 

Weapons. 

668  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  Mistake:  or.  Losing  a  Hundred  Thousand 

669  Y'oung  M  ild  West  in  Deadwood  :  or,  The  Terror  of  Taper  Top. 

670  Y'oung  WfTd  West’s  Close  Call  ;  or.  The  Raiders  of  Rawhide  Ridge 

671  Young  Wild  West  Trapped;  or,  The  Net  That  Would  Not  Hold 

Him. 

672  Young  Wild  West's  Election  ;  or.  A  Mayor  at  Twenty. 

673  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cattle  Thieves:  or,  Breaking  up  a 

“Bad  Gang.” 

674  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  Mascot;  or.  The  Dog  That  Wanted  a  Master. 

675  Young  Wild  West’s  Challenge;  or,  A  Combination  Hard  to  Beat 

676  Young  Wild  West  'and  the  Ranch  Queen  ;  or.  Rounding  up  the 

Cattle  Ropers. 

677  Young  Wild  West’s  Pony  Express ;  or,  Getting  the  Mail  Through 

on  Time. 

678  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide ;  or.  The  Raid  of  the 

Renegades. 

679  Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold;  or,  The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder. 

680  Young  Wild  West  Running  the  Gauntlet ;  or,  The  Pawnee  Chief's 

Last  Shot. 


For  sale  by  ail  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  ot  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  !n  money  or  postage  stamps.  dv 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WAJVT  yiNY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  oret  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . .  168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instructions  for  making  Elec- 
•ric  Toys.  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel. 
A.  M.  M.  D  Containing  over  fifty  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
ihe  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 

CANOES.— A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain- 
ng  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them. 
Fullr  illustrated. 

No.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules 

tor  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
for  procuring  information  on  the  question 
given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN¬ 
IMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  instructions 
In  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre¬ 
serving  birds,  animals  and  Insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Uontatning  explanations  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks',  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand;  of 
tricks  Involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use 
of  specially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  lor  playing 
Euchre.  Cribbage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce, 
Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker,  Auction  Pitch, 
All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 
cards. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to  write 
to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother,  sis¬ 
ter.  brother,  employer;  and.  in  fact,  every¬ 
body  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS. — Giving  complete  information  as  to  the 
manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets, 
also  giving  full  Instructions  fo<-  making  cages, 
etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight  illus¬ 
trations 

No.  55,  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS.  -Containing  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER.  -Containing  full  instructions  how  to 
become  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  directions 
for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  en¬ 
gineer  should  know. 

No.  60  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PilOTOO- 
For  sol**  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  a 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, 


RAPHER. — Containing  useful  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
Illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 

POINT  MILITARY  CA  DET.- Explains  how 

to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study.  Examina¬ 
tions.  Duties.  Staff  of  Officers.  Post  Guard.  Po¬ 
lice  Regulations.  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 
boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senar- 
ens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 

CADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to  gain 
admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy. 
Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  de¬ 
scription  of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical 
sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should  know  to 
become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy. 

By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 

MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines,  induction  colls, 

dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys, to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Ffelly 
Illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.  -The  most 
original  Jok-e  book  ever  published,  and  it  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  hu¬ 
morist.  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles 
and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  In¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks 
together  with  Illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 

— Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND 
— Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secret  ot  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  70  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS  — 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  instructions 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 

WITH  CARDS. —  Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

NIMBEKS.  Show-lng  many  curious  tricks 

ny  address  on  receipt  of  price.  10  eta  per  copy,  or 
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A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  Instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject, 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition 
with  specimen  letters.  ,  c 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER 
—Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dice. 
Cups  and  Balls.  Hats.  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling  for 
tunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  murks 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

,  *<>•  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICK* 

V\  ITH  CAROS. — Containing  deceptive  Ca-'d 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  AKI 
— Containing  a,  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-ef- Hand  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments  Bv 
A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR 
— Containing  complete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager’ 
Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.’ 

No.  80.  GIS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK  - 
Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 

™S,6t„0rlel°!  l*M8  world-renowned’  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome  col¬ 
ored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.—  Contain- 

ng  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmer¬ 
ism  ,  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  heal- 

,Pr<£  Leo,Hu*°  Koch.  A*c  !  author 
of  How  to  Hypnotize,  etc 

No.  82  HOW  TO  DO  PAIJlIISTRY.— Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  expiam’ 
ing  phrenology  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head  Hv  i  ,»o 

Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  Illustrated  B>  ^ 
No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYUNOTIZE.— Contain¬ 
ing  valuable  and  Instructive  information  re¬ 
garding  the  science  of  hypnotism  AUo  eT 
plaining  the  most  approved  method*  «-M*h 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hyiTnotisT.o t 
khe  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch'  ACS 

£°-  *4t  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR. 

—Containing  information  regarding  choice^? 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  .  ,  , 

preparing  and  submitting  manuaertn.  Iii, 

containing  xah.able  Information  a?,,,  h 
onrr^.cS!bmty  a"d  — -  -ntp'oVio*: 

3  for  25  cts  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

168  West  23d  St..  New  York 


